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I  Dream  in  Color 

response  to  Lisa  Denney,  Aurora  '91 

Connie  Meredith 


I  dream  in  color, 

giggling, 
feeding 

open  beaks 
of  pink  infants 

drooling 
in  beribboned  baskets. 

I  stroll 

through  the  damp  green 

in  gym  clothes, 

humming  softly 

through  64  crayons 

in  a  box. 

I  want  to  eat  them, 

but  they, 

mere  wax, 

coloring  flesh  magenta, 

leave  me  on  the  page, 

a  tattooed  character 

visitor 

from  remembered 

fairytale 

once  heard,  now  read 

with  baby  mine 

with  warm  wrapped  arms. 


Waiting  for  Candace 
Connie  Meredith 


Our  last  day  apart 
storms  thunder 
runways  head  for 
shelter. 

The  placid  lake 
swirls  dark 
below  the  dock. 

Between  aortic  fire  drills 
I  beam  and  shiver 
because  soon  is  imminent. 

Dinner  features  rack  of  fear, 
irrational,  but  solid  unpleasant 
underarm  odor. 

Pablum  movie  credits 

roll,  lights  fade, 

conclude  three  antacid  evening 

dreading  a  nightstand's  bad  dream 
pre-dawn  BRRRINGGGGING. 


The  Awk 
Connie  Meredith 


The  dreaded  awk 

lives  sideways 

on  Marginal  Road, 

raises  her  eyebrows  at 

flashing  green  lights, 

points  out  pot  holes 

where  alignment  problems  start, 

insists  the  shoulder 

accommodate  riders  or  strollers. 

She  looks  both  ways, 

comes  to  full  stops, 

always  clicks  a  turn  signal 

and  alerts  us  to  radar  traps. 

She  chews  foliage  into  debris 

because  drivers  can't  follow  maps 

when  road  signs  are  overgrown. 

"It's  a  grammatical  jungle  out  there" 

she  writes  and  underlines  her  name 

three  times. 


February  1993 
Elizabeth  Bowling 


Salty  emotion  on  my  face.  .  . 

Dried  by  sunshine, 

Wiped  clean  by  a  stained  handkerchief— 

My  father's. 

Black  patent  tears, 

By  me, 

Tracked  over  memorial  sod. 

Stopped  under-cover 

Of  yet  another  open  tent  .  .  . 

And  I  am  tired, 

But  I  dare  not  sleep. 

For  one  in  our  shadowed  group  sleeps  for  all. 

Snug  and  cold 

Beneath  the  blanket  of  his  country: 

His  father  will  not  fold  it 

(he  is  napping  by  his  son) 
His  mother  will  not  take  it 

(she  spent  Christmas  with  her  husband) 
So  all  is  left  to  another  wise, 
His  brother— 

A  fellow  soldier  and  the  tri-corner  fold, 
With  a  single  kiss 
Laid  in  her  hands, 

Leaving  no  patent  leather  quick  enough 
For  the  decorated  survivor. 


The  Sara  Ward  Tragedy 
Lori  Houghton 

"How  nice  of  you  to  attend,"  I  thought 
bitterly.  How  nice  of  you  to  arrive  alone,  so  that 
you  and  my  husband  might  easily  fondle  each  other 
without  the  hindrance  of  a  male  companion. 

My  heart  iced  solid  and  then  shattered.  Its 
frozen  splinters  journeyed  with  lightening  speed 
through  my  body  and  pricked  my  every  raw  nerve 
while  I  watched  Devon  from  under  the  heavily 
carved  ballroom  entrance  at  the  rear  of  the  cold, 
marble  foyer.  Damn  you  both!  You,  especially, 
Devon,  are  an  eager  Judas.  I  seethed  as  he  rushed 
to  the  side  of  Miss  Steadman,  our  aged  but  efficient 
housekeeper,  as  she  took  Brigid's  hooded  black 
cape  from  her  elegantly  bared  shoulders. 

"Devon.  .  .Dahling.  .  .How  handsome  you 
look  in  that  divinely  Shakespearean  costume!  No. 
.  .don't  tell  me.    You  are  a  perfect  Richard  II!" 

"Ah,  Miss  Quickly,"  he  bowed  lowly  and 
dramatically,  "you  do  know  your  Shakespeare. 
And,  of  course.  .  .your  kings!" 

"Devon,  my  dear,  you  are  the  true  King  in 
my  staged  world  of  pseudo-kings,"  Brigid 
exclaimed  in  a  soft  voice  which  swelled  with  sexual 
innuendo.   "Indeed,  you  are  King  of  my  England." 

"And  you... his  Queen  of  Hearts!"  I  raged 
inwardly  as  the  storm  thundered  its  own  disgust  in 
the  night,  outside  the  forbidding  granite-gray  walls 
of  the  mansion.  The  darkly,  soignee  stage  actress 
brushed   aside   her   cape   and   a   frowning    Miss 


Steadman  to  lean  towards  my  overly  eager  husband 
and  bestow  blood-red  lipstick  upon  the  corner  of  his 
devilishly  grinning  mouth. 

'My  husband.'  When  had  that  allusion 
become  a  pathetic  pen-name  in  our  marriage?  Only 
ten  years  ago,  I,  at  the  age  of  seventeen,  had 
needed  Devon  as  sorely  as  a  newborn  needs 
nourishment.  He,  eleven  years  my  senior  and  a 
highly  respected,  well-established  London 
physician,  had  delivered  me  from  my  nightmarish 
existence  of  sleeping  pills  and  emotional 
breakdowns.  My  loneliness  had  been  palatable.  I 
tasted  it  daily  as  one  would  taste  good  wine  before 
ordering.  Now,  I  was  certain  that  his  earlier 
devotion  to  me  was  surreptitiously  spurred  onward 
by  the  vast  estate  I  had  inherited  soon  after  our 
vows  were  exchanged.  Sadly,  the  phrase  'my 
husband'  never  accurately  described  Dr.  Devon 
Ward. 

"Yes  Mum.  .  .Will  you  be  needin'  your 
wrap,  mum?"  I  heard  Miss  Steadman  rasp  bluntly 
to  Brigid,  breaking  my  husband  from  her  sizzling 
spell.  "The  oP  mansion,  she's  cold  .  .  .and  you  are 
a  bit  bare  up  top,  mum." 

"Really,  Miss  Steadman!"  Devon  silenced 
her  with  his  fiendish  glare.  "I  doubt  that  Miss 
Quickly,  or  should  I  say,"  he  transformed  from 
fiend  to  seraphim  as  his  gaze  fell  once  again  upon 
Brigid,  "Morgan  Le  Fay,  would  desire  to  cover 
such  a  beautiful  costume  procured,  no  doubt,  at  the 
most  infamous  costume  shop  in  England  —the 
London  theater—  with  a  drab  black  cloak.  Brigid, 
darling,  I  had  no  idea  that  Winston  would  allow  you 


to  display  offstage  the  costume  of  the  character  you 
are  now  portraying  on-stage! " 

"What  little  bit  of  a  costume  there  is," 
mumbled  Miss  Steadman. 

Brigid,  ignoring  the  persistent  insults  as 
coming  from  one  who  was  beneath  her  now,  if  not 
at  birth,  favored  Devon  with  yet  another  bloody 
kiss  for  his  astuteness. 

"You're  right  of  course,  Devon.  .  .on  all 
three  counts."  They  strolled  slowly,  arm  in  arm 
through  the  shadows  of  the  primeval  foyer,  intent 
on  only  each  other,  as  Miss  Steadman  heaved  shut 
the  ornately  carved  wooden  double-doors  against  the 
lashing  rain  pellets  which  the  unusually  strong 
coastal  storm  pummelled  at  the  Cornwall  manor. 

"I  am  Morgan  Le  Fay.  And,  Winston, 
godsend  that  he  is,  agreed  to  let  me  use  my  costume 
—after  endless  entreatments—  for  this  offstage 
engagement.  Lastly,  my  darling,  I  feel  no  need  for 
my  wrap.  .  ."  she  smiled  suggestively  up  into  his 
hypnotic  gaze.  "It  is  far  too  warm  in  Beech  wood 
Manor  for  such  outer  wear." 

I  laughed  loudly.  Hysterically.  My  dying 
echo  ricocheted  from  off  the  icy  granite  of  the 
manor's  walls  and  returned  shrilly  to  my  ears. 
Their  heads  turned  in  unison  to  face  me  as  I  stood 
beneath  the  stunning  black  archway,  embedded  with 
heavy,  grinning,  winged  dogs  and  shining,  darkly 
demented  cherubim  alike,  which  served  to  separate 
the  granite  grayness  of  the  foyer  from  the  dimly  lit 
blackness  of  the  massive  ballroom. 

Strange.  Every  detail  my  eyes  flitted  across 
screeched  of  ugliness.    In  my  early  days  here  as  a 


small  child,  Beech  wood  Manor  had  never  ruminated 
such  ugliness.  Indeed,  I  had  grown  to  love  the  old 
English  estate  which  dated  back  to  the  15th  century. 
My  grandfather,  Malcolm  Wiltshire,  had  purchased 
the  ancient  Cornwall  coastal  mansion  in  1954, 
christened  the  manor  for  the  giant  gray  beech  trees 
which  lined  the  twisting,  serpentine  drive  of  the 
estate,  and  installed  modern  plumbing  and  electrical 
systems  a  few  years  later. 

My  parents  and  I  had  been  very  happy  here 
until.  .  .until.  .  .until  that  horrifying  night.  I 
shuddered.  The  memory  of  that  evening.  .  .twenty 
years  ago  this  very  night .  .  .  when  mother  had  .  . 
.  .  That  dizzying  flood  of  memories  crashed  into 
my  consciousness  like  the  icy  Channel  waters  that 
smashed  against  the  jagged,  rocky  teeth  of  the  cliffs 
below  the  manor. 

"Sara  Wiltshire!"  Brigid  exclaimed. 
Abruptly,  my  horrifying  reverie  of  the  past  ended, 
ushering  in  real  horrors  of  the  present,  as  she, 
Quickly,  approached  me  with  false  delight, 
intentionally  eschewing  my  married  name  of  over 
ten  years. 

"You  look  stunning  —  as  always."  She 
kissed  me  fleetingly  on  my  cheek,  and  I  wondered 
distantly  if  she  had  saved  any  red  residue  of  that 
bloody  lip  paint  for  me  ...  or  was  that  oozing 
excess  bestowed  upon  my  husband,  alone. 

"I  do  so  apologize,  Sara,  my  dear,  for  my 
shamefully  late  arrival  —  but,  what  with  the  horrid 
storm  and  all  ...  .  Well,  I'm  sure  you've  heard 
from  the  other  guests  what  a  perfectly  beastly  night 
out  it  is  for  a  masquerade  ball!" 


"Please,  Brigid,"  I  replied  with  more 
steadiness  than  I  felt,  "don't  apologize.  Aren't 
London  stage  actresses  noted  for  their  tardiness  .  . 
.  among  other  things?" 

Brigid  laughed  gaily.  "Oh,  dahling!  Sweet 
Sara  ...  I  do  love  your  wondrous  humor.  It  is  so 
very  rare  for  you  to  simply  be  lighthearted.  That 
must  mean  you're  feeling  a  spot  better  than  when 
last  I  saw  you  at  Devon's  office."  She  leaned 
closer  to  me  and  added  meaningfully,  "But  really 
Sara  ~  you  should  add  a  bit  more  rouge  to  those 
lovely  cheekbones  of  yours.  That  black  costume 
makes  you  appear  positively  deathly  white! " 

"Deathly  white,"  I  repeated  slowly,  quietly. 
"Thank  you,  Brigid.  If  I  decide  to  take  your 
advice,  I'll  borrow  some  of  your  rouge.  I'm  sure 
you'll  have  enough  for  us  both." 

"I'll  wager  it's  all  on  her  bloody  cheeks," 
breathed  Miss  Steadman  from  the  front  foyer  as  she 
flung  Brigid 's  cloak  into  the  adjoining  cloak  room. 

"Sara,  my  love,"  Devon  interjected. 
"Doesn't  Brigid  look  divine  as  Morgan  Le  Fay?" 
his  eyes  roamed  almost  hungrily  over  her  bare 
shoulders  and  half  exposed  breasts  that  stretched  the 
black  and  silver-trimmed  plunging  costume  bodice 
to  its  limits.  Her  long  straight  blue-black  hair 
cascaded  luxuriantly  in  a  sweeping  curtain  down  to 
her  lithe  waist  and  was  also  intertwined  with  silver 
threads.  A  silky  black  exotic  band  crowned  her 
flowing  ethereal  costume.  From  its  center,  a 
teardrop-shaped  crystal  glittered  and  swung 
seductively  on  her  forehead  accenting  seductively 
dark  pools  of  chestnut-brown  eyes  framed  by  thick 


black  arches.  She  smelled  of  flowers.  White  lilies, 
I  thought.  Her  sickly  sweet  perfume  still  clung  like 
a  clammy  death  grip  to  my  gown  which  Brigid  had 
lightly  brushed  earlier.  I  paled  at  the  raw  sexuality 
she  exuded,  and  I  understood  why  the  London 
stage,  as  well  as  my  own  husband,  clamored  for 
such  beauty. 

"Yes,  Devon,"  I  admitted  grudgingly. 
"Brigid  makes  a  beautiful  Morgan  le  Fay.  Oh  .  .  . 
truly  Brigid,"  I  added  sharply,  "I  can't  imagine 
anyone  more  suited  for  the  role  ...  not  even  in  the 
days  of  King  Arthur  himself. " 

A  dark  look  crept  over  Brigid 's  lovely  face 
replacing  the  deceiving  look  of  affection  animating 
it  only  seconds  ago.  Devon's  face  mirrored  the 
same  indignation.  Perhaps,  I  had  gone  too  far. 
But,  candidly  .  .  .  Brigid  was,  indeed,  the  most 
beautiful  witch  I  had  ever  seen.  That  'compliment' 
was  simply  the  only  way  to  describe  the  woman  that 
I  knew,  although,  had  yet  to  prove,  was  sleeping 
with  my  husband. 

"Now,  Devon  ~  do  take  Brigid  into  the 
ballroom  and  let  her  mix  with  the  other  guests. 
The  orchestra  is  playing  a  magnificent  waltz  and  I 
am  sure  that  you  both  wish  to  dance.  I  must  confer 
with  Miss  Steadman  on  some  serving  arrangements 
...  so  if  you  will  excuse  me  .... "  I  brushed 
blindly  between  them  and  darted  quickly  into  the 
coat-room  situated  directly  off  the  foyer  to  seek  the 
sanctuary  of  Miss  Steadman. 

"Hullo,  mum,"  Miss  Steadman  greeted  me 
with  cheer  I  found  impossible  to  reciprocate.  Her 
old,  arthritically  distorted  fingers  busily  hung  coats 
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on  the  archaic  metal  hooks  scrolling  along  the  wall. 
I  noted  that  Miss  Quickly' s  cloak  lay  rumpled  and 
wadded  in  the  thickly  ornate  oaken  chair  where, 
undoubtedly,  Miss  Steadman  had  intentionally  flung 
it  earlier.  I  plucked  it  roughly  from  the  seat  and 
slung  it  viciously  across  the  room. 

Miss  Steadman  never  missed  one  coat  to 
turn  and  witness  my  tirade.  "She's  a  sly  wot,  that 
'un  ees,  Mum!  You  best  b'careful,  mum,  and 
trust'n  your  oP  Miss  Steadman."  She  turned  slowly 
and  purposely  placed  one  deformed  hand  on  her 
broadly  spreading  hips.  "Stay  clear  of  that 
Quick'n,"  she  spat. 

"I  wish,  Eliza,  that  you  would  bless  Dr. 
Ward  with  that  same  advice,"  I  exhaled  heavily  as 
I  collapsed  into  the  uncomfortable  oaken  chair. 

"Don't  you  worry  nun,  mum.  He  loves  you 
...  he  just  missus  his  bawdy  Londun  stage  days. 
That  paint'd  hostess'll  be  gone  from  his  arm 
aft'onight!" 

"He  .  .  .  does  .  .  .  not  .  .  .  love  .  .  .  me, 
Eliza,"  I  enunciated  slowly  with  lowered  eyes,  as  if 
informing  a  relative  of  a  loved  one's  passing.  "He 
never  did." 

"Pshaw!"  Eliza  spat.  "He  worships  the  air 
you  breathe,  Mum.  You  jist  don't  know  it,  luv, 
due  to  your  sick  spells.  The  Doctor,  he's  fine.  It's 
that  sorc'ress  female  —  now,  you  do  well  to  eye 
that  woman." 

"I  have  eyed  her  quite  enough  for  one  night, 
thank  you,  Eliza."  Eliza  Steadman  was  a  woman 
wise  beyond  her  sixty  years,  but  she  was  dead 
wrong  about  Devon.    I  know  my  own  husband. 
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"Hah!"  I  laughed  loudly  without  mirth. 
Ironically,  the  only  thing  that  I  do  know  about 
Devon  is  that  he  is  sleeping  with  that  London  stage 
whore.  Eliza  must  think  that  I  am  insane.  But  I 
am  not  insane!  Why  can't  everyone  see  what  lurks 
underneath  that  handsome  shell?  He  has  drugged 
me,  ignored  me,  tortured  me  with  such  loneliness 
as  is  indefinable  with  mere  words,  and  flaunted  this 
wicked  she-devil  before  my  face.  "He  is  evil 
incarnate, "  I  thought  encompassingly  as  I  sat  curled 
in  the  monstrous  oak  chair  rocking  softly  back  and 
forth  staring  intensely  into  empty  space. 

"Mum,  I'll  be  seein'  to  the  servers,  now. 
Will  you  be  comin'?"  Her  old  creased  leather  face 
worried;  her  bright  blue  eyes  implored. 

"I'll  be  along,"  I  muttered. 

Eliza  hesitated.  Then,  defeated  as  to  how 
she  should  gain  my  immediate  company,  she 
shuffled  silently  past  my  chair  towards  the  door.  I 
watched  her  gray  head  exit  in  the  massive  full 
length  mirror  which  leered  at  me  from  across  the 
room.  It  stood  waiting,  watching,  wondering: 
"What  will  she  do?"  I  could  almost  hear  it 
whisper.  "What  can  she  do?"  My  breath  hissed 
through  parted  lips  as  I  rose  slowly.  Without 
realizing,  I  had  held  it  expectantly  while  I  steadily 
rocked,  as  if  rationing  my  oxygen  could  somehow 
bring  me  comfort. 

The  mirror,  heavily  carved  with  dark  cherry 
leaves  and  vines,  was  eerily  magnificent.  Oval  in 
shape,  it  faced  me  on  two  legs  at  a  slant,  and  the 
vines  grew  wildly  across  its  front.  So  much  so, 
that  many  intruded  upon  the  glass  surface  and  these 


12 


vines  created  minute  individual  mirrors  along  the 
oval's  wooden  frame  where  wood  meets  glass.  We 
faced  each  other.  And  its  truthful  stare  bluntly 
voiced  in  silence  what  I  despised  to  see. 

"How  strange  a  woman  —  she's  attractive 
but  gloomy.  Her  long  sensual  curves  are  enhanced 
by  her  mother's  beaded  black  gown  which  clings  to 
her  shape.  That  face  ~  flawlessly  pale  with 
chiseled  cheekbones  (also,  too  pale).  And  her  lips 
are  full,  but  with  permanently  down-turned  corners. 
Those  almond-shaped  eyes  are  too  widely  set  and 
are  black  onyx,  like  a  shiny  coal  nugget  when  it 
mirrors  and  reflects.  A  wild  black  cloud  of  hair 
falls  madly  about  her  angular  face.  All  this  beauty, 
but,  yet  not  beautiful  .  .  .  because  of  that  sad,  lost 
look  in  the  murky  midnight  of  her  eyes." 

I  touched  my  cheek  lightly  as  the  mirror 
spoke  to  me.  The  stranger  who  returned  my  stare 
asked,  "Mirror,  mirror,  on  the  wall,  who  is  the  .  . 
.  palest  of  them  all?"  I  laughed  shrilly  and 
hysterically  at  its  pathetic  answer. 

"Enough!88  I  screamed  as  I  covered  my  head 
with  my  arms  as  if  fending  off  demons.  Tell  me  no 
more  truths.  I  must  save  my  sanity  to  finish  this 
nightmarish  evening. 


He  was  tall  and  imperially  thin.  How 
handsome  he  was  as  he  mingle  about  the  vastness  of 
the  sparsely  furnished  ballroom.  Where  was  she? 
No!  I  mustn't  think  of  her  bewitching  beauty  and 
her  clinging  ...  her  clutching  at  Devon's  elbow. 
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Dangerously  handsome.  His  dark  brown  hair  is 
slick  and  seek  to  his  head.  When  they  are  alone 
does  she  rumple  its  sleekness  wildly  with  her 
fingertips?  He  is  graying  at  the  temples,  but  this 
only  adds  to  his  elegant  air  of  confidence  that 
comes  with  age.  Ah  .  .  .he's  speaking  to  Judge 
Harlyn.  Didn't  recognize  him  with  that  fantastic 
wig  and  top  hat.  Little  pudgy  man  ...  He  looks 
like  a  round,  ripe  apple  with  a  black  stem  on  top. 
Devon  speaks  so  dramatically,  always  gesturing. 
Probably  owing  to  that  extensive  theater  background 
as  a  young  man  exploring  London's  stage.  Alas!  . 
.  .  Here  buzzes  our  Queen  Bee,  now!  Funny.  He 
never  mentioned  she  was  his  favorite  exploration  ~ 
or  exploitation—  of  those  stage  years.  Look  at  that 
eyebrow.  It's  always  twitching  when  the  doctor 
engages  in  intense  conversation  ...  or,  when  he 
makes  love.  Honestly,  I  barely  recall.  Devon  says 
my  condition  is  much  too  fragile  for  us  to  share  a 
bedroom.  That  sleeping  arrangement  began  so  soon 
after  we  were  married  ~  a  few  years  or  so  ~  that  I 
can't  recall  if  it  is  that  particular  eyebrow  that 
twitches  when  he  ...  .  No  matter.  I'm  sure 
Brigid  knows.  Maybe  I'll  ask.  Just  to  bring  her 
attention  that  we  do  share  one  thing  in  common  .  . 
.  a  twitching  brow. 

Oh,  my  Devon  .  .  .  after  the  accident  you 
were  my  hope.  I  gazed  in  my  mirror  as  I  wove 
pictures  and  forms  of  reality  and  saw  you  riding 
past  Shalot.  You,  Devon  .  .  .  shining,  jingling,  and 
.  .  .  singing.  Now,  the  mirror  cracks.  And  the 
curse  is  that  I  have  a  lovely  face.  Once  my  lover, 
now  you  are  nemesis  to  my  every  thought.     I 
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wonder,  Devon  my  darling,  do  you  sing  to  Quickly, 
now? 

As  I  continued  to  spy  on  them  ~  the  perfect 
beautiful  couple,  laughing,  entertaining,  making 
love  before  me  in  my  own  home  —  I  nearly  burst 
with  envy.  They  moved  closer  to  my  shadowed 
corner,  and  I  understood.  I  realized  that  he  wanted 
rid  of  me,  so  that  his  life  —  both  his  and  Brigid's  — 
could  begin  unhindered.  The  strong  pills  that  he 
insisted  I  swallow  to  relax  me,  calm  me;  and  those 
horrid,  cruel  suggestions  about  Mother's  accident, 
the  suggestions  that  horribly  worsened  my  already 
dreadful  nightmares;  his  flamboyant  affair  he 
flaunted  without  conscience  before  my  weeping 
heart ....  All  of  these  things  began  soon  after  we 
were  wed.  I  realized,  now,  that  he  was  trying  to 
drive  me  insane,  and  Brigid  was  his  willing  wicked 
accomplice.  The  reward  for  their  evil  efforts? 
Each  other.  And  this  estate,  my  family's  home, 
the  thunder  cracked  loudly  in  the  ensuing  storm  as 
my  blind  eyes  were  unveiled  from  the  darkness 
which  had  been  their  refuge. 

My  jaw  set.  Somehow  I  must  prevent  him 
from  fulfilling  this  diabolical  scheme.  My  mind, 
now  at  least,  was  sharper  this  night  for  I  had 
carefully  held  under  my  tongue  the  two  bitter  pills 
which  Devon  forced  upon  me  earlier.  Satisfied 
with  my  obedience,  he  left  me.  And  I  spat  their 
mind-poisoning  lethargic  effects  into  my  empty 
crystal  water  glass  which  I  slipped  into  the  drawer 
of  my  oak  bed  table,  locking  it  securely.  Miss 
Steadman  would  never  find  it  there. 
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"Sara,  darling,  where  have  you  been 
hiding?"  Devon  startled  me  from  my  secretive 
thoughts  as  he  invaded  my  corner  of  shadows. 
"The  party  is  going  marvelously  well,  considering 
that  the  damnable  storm  dampened  its  start  a  bit. " 
He  peered  worriedly  at  my  tense  face.  "Are  you 
ill,  love?  Would  you  like  to  lie  down?" 

I  forced  the  tension  from  my  face  and  body 
and  steadily  returned  the  gaze  of  those  hypnotic 
cobalt  blue  eyes. 

"Really  Devon  ...  I'm  quite  alright.  I 
simply  wanted  a  moment  to  myself  ...  to  replace 
the  memories  of .  .  .  the  past  with  the  gaiety  of  this 
evening.  You  were  right,  as  usual,  darling.  This 
ball  is  wonderfully  therapeutic."  I  smiled  sweet 
innocence  into  his  eyes.  Brigid,  herself,  would 
have  envied  the  ability  and  the  ease  with  which  I 
played  my  role. 

"I  am  happy,  Sara,  that  at  last  you  agree, 
but  I  do  wish  that  you  had  chosen  another  gown  for 
this  evening.  You  look  ravishing,  my  darling  .  .  . 
but  selecting  one  of  your  mother's  ball  gowns  for 
this  evening  ~  after  all,  this  is  the  .  .  .  anniversary 
of  her  tragedy  ~  well  .  .  .  don't  you  think,  my 
sweet,  it's  a  bit  morbid?" 

I  shivered  inwardly  at  the  silver-tongued  way 
in  which  he  avoided  mentioning  Mother's  death.  I 
must  be  guarded.  Devon  was  a  master  manipulator 
who  exuded  such  endearing  false  concern,  I  could 
be  tricked  easily  from  seeing  the  truth. 

"Nonsense,  my  love.  I  consider  wearing 
Mother's  gown  therapeutic,  as  well.  Mother  would 
have  wanted  it,  I'm  sure.    So  I  beg  of  you,  stop 
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worrying!  I  insist  that  you  stop  coddling  me  and 
enjoy  yourself.  I  am  perfectly  fine,  and  this  is 
supposed  to  be  a  festive  occasion.  Now  promise 
me  ~  no  more  worries! " 

Devon  hesitated.  Then,  accepting  my 
smiling  coyness  as  true  lightheartedness,  he  laughed 
loudly  and  with  relief,  squeezing  me  to  his  lean 
body.    "I  love  you,  Sara." 

His  statement  startled  me.  Another  trick  . 
.  '.  his  voice  oozing  with  sincerity.  I  mustn't 
believe! 

"I  love  you,  my  darling,"  he  repeated,  "and 
the  amazing  progress  you  have  made  since  we  first 
met.  Our  lives  won't  be  the  same  after  tonight,  my 
love.  I  promise.  We  will  have  the  normal 
problems  of  married  couples  and  all  the  joyous 
happiness  we've  been  denied  up  until  now,  as  well. 
This  event  .  .  .  this  ball,  has  worked  miracles  in 
your  recovery." 

He  kissed  me  passionately.  I  wondered  if  he 
could  taste  the  bitterness  that  lingered  on  my  tongue 
from  those  tainted  pills.  Did  he  picture  Brigid's 
beautiful  face  to  inspire  his  passion  that  so  easily 
well?  He  released  me  reluctantly  and  snaked  his 
arm  around  my  slim  waist,  guiding  me  towards  the 
center  of  the  ballroom  where  his  true  love  engaged 
antimatedly  in  some  intense  point  with  Judge 
Harlyn.  Brigid,  her  lovely  back  bared  to  our 
approach,  was  never  aware  of  our  presence. 

"I  tell  you  Judge  .  .  .  that  was  the  rumor  on 
the  London  state.  Poor  thing  was  made  as  a  hatter. 
She  didn't  fall  accidently  from  these  cliffs  below 
Beechwood  house  —  she  flung  herself!     Twenty 
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years  ago  this  very  night.  She'd  been  mad  for 
years  and  Sara's  father  shouldered  her  illness  .  .  . 
then  shattered  like  a  crystal  goblet  after  her  suicide. 
That's  what  killed  the  old  chap,  darling!  A  broken 
heart.  If  you  ask  me,  Judge,  I  think  insanity  runs 
in  families.   Poor  Devon  .  .  .  he  --" 

"Brigid!"  Devon's  seething  anger  silenced 
her  horrible  ramblings  as  she  whirled  to  face  him, 
aghast. 

I  broke  from  his  embrace  roughly,  then, 
stumbling,  fled  like  a  fox  before  the  drooling  fangs 
of  the  hound.  My  thoughts  whirled  and  raced 
wildly  as  I  reached  the  prison  doors  of  the  mansion. 
I  heaved  open  the  great  doors,  and  the  storm's 
lashing  rain  greeted  my  wracking  sobs.  The  fury  of 
the  wind  sucked  away  my  breath.  On  instinct  I  ran 
to  the  treacherous  footpath  I  knew  so  well  leading 
to  the  rocky  overhang  below  the  manor  house. 
Within  seconds  I  was  drenched  to  my  very  soul 
and,  pausing  halfway  down  the  path,  I  hesitated 
only  moments  to  catch  my  heaving  breath,  turning, 
I  glimpsed  the  mansion  behind  me.  Lightning 
sliced  through  the  black  sky,  lending  the  slippery- 
wet,  gray  granite  of  the  mansion  a  lifelike  gleam 
for  endless  seconds.  The  howling  wind  bent  the  old 
beech  tree  limbs,  snapping  and  cracking  them  with 
its  violent  force.  At  a  distance,  the  fort-like  abode 
appeared  almost  triangular  in  shape,  with  two 
impressive  round  turrets  at  each  corner.  Thousands 
of  huge  dark-gray  granite  blocks  comprised  the 
walls.  Each  scrolling,  ornamental  pillar,  as  well  as 
the  enormous  mastiffs  that  stood  guard  at  the  top  of 
each  towering  turret,  were  hand-carved  from  that 


same  dark-gray  granite.  The  only  color  visible  on 
the  gloomy  estate  was  as  ominous  as  the  gray  it 
defined.  The  blood-red  tile  roof  sprawled, 
languishing  over  every  eave  and  gable  of  the  cold, 
granite  monstrosity. 

My  heart  rose  into  my  throat  nearly  choking 
off  my  breath  as  I  watched  Devon  rush  from  the 
refuge  of  the  mansion's  rain  lashed  doorway  into 
the  storm's  full  fury.  From  my  fairly  distant 
vantage  point,  half-blind  from  the  rain  and  gusting 
wind,  I  stiffened  in  panic  as  he  turned  towards  the 
footpath.  Suddenly,  Brigid  appeared  in  the 
doorway.  Although  the  howling  wind  had  jerked 
the  syllables  of  my  name  from  Devon's  lips  leaving 
them  to  mouth  soundlessly  in  the  distance,  that 
same  cruel  wind  carried  to  my  ears  the  haunting 
shrillness  of  Brigid 's  laughter  as  she  watched 
Devon's  pursuit  of  madness  from  the  mansion's 
doors.  Her  voice  lilted  upwards,  slightly  distorted 
by  the  same  whipping  guests  of  wind  which  acted  as 
hated  messengers  to  my  unbelieving  ears.  Despite 
the  deafening  storm  and  my  own  wracking  sobs,  I 
could  hear  her  amusement  echo  .  .  .  she  was 
laughing  at  me! 

I  whirled  and  fled  from  that  haunting  sound. 
Already,  Devon  had  reached  the  start  of  the 
footpath,  but  my  breathless  sprint  from  the  house 
had  left  me  ahead  of  him  a  distance  of  several 
hundred  feet.  I  scrambled  and  raced  over  the 
twisting,  curving  path  until  my  eyes  stung  from  the 
whipping  wind  and  salty  sea  spray.  The  briny  odor 
of  the  ocean  tingled  in  my  nostrils.  At  the  end  of 
the  slightly  inclining  trail,      I  collapsed   in  an 
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exhausted  heap  and  stared  down  into  the  pounding 
waves  that  beat  against  the  jagged,  rocky  coast 
below.  Those  rocks  .  .  .  they  were  death's 
treacherous  teeth  which  had  so  tragically  severed 
the  thread  of  my  mother's  life.  I  wondered 
dismally  if  Devon  had  that  same  fate  planned  for 
me.  Would  he  throw  me  from  this  cliff  to  the 
rocky  waves  below  so  that  he  might  have  both 
Brigid  and  Beechwood  Manor  in  exchange  for  my 
death?  I  sobbed  tears  of  frustration  and  heart 
shattering  pain  into  the  already  drenched  earth. 
"No!"  I  shouted  over  the  pounding  surf  below. 
"No!  ...  No!  ...  No!  ..  .  I'll  kill  you  before  I 
allow  her  to  take  you!  .  .  .  I'll  kill  you  .  .  ."I 
screamed,  pulling  myself  erect.  Muddy  and 
drenched,  I  watched  as  wave  after  wave  crashed 
and  broke  against  the  cliff  on  which  I  stood,  while 
the  furious  wind  threatened  to  fulfill  Devon's  deadly 
scheme  for  him  by  pushing  me  closer  to  the  cliffs 
edge. 

"Sara  ....  Sarraaaa  .  .  .  ."  Devon's  voice 
reached  above  the  wind  to  ring  dully  in  my  ears. 
"Pleeeaase  ....  Sarraaa  .  .  .  Come  back  .  .  ." 

A  heavy  weight  settled  in  my  mind  as  the 
solution  for  ending  my  torture  which  had  caged  me 
like  a  wild  animal  for  years  slowly  dawned  like  a 
glowing  sunrise.  I  would  kill  him  .  .  .  push  him 
from  this  same  cliff .  .  .  which  Mother  had  tumbled 
from  twenty  years  ago.  I  must  do  it  ...  to 
safeguard  my  own  sanity!  I  won't  allow  Devon  and 
Brigid  to  drive  me  insane  and  steal  my  home  .  .  . 
my  very  life  from  me!  I  can't  let  that  happen.  I 
must  protect  myself  ...  I  must  kill  this  man  whose 
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deceit  gnaws  at  my  heart,  lungs,  mind  like  a 
terminal  disease  ....  I  will  entice  him  much  too 
closely  to  the  cliffs  edge.  Somehow,  when  he 
lunges  for  me  in  the  attempt  to  push  me  to  my 
death,  I  must  maneuver  nimbly  away.  I'll  be 
behind  him  as  he  tries  to  regain  his  balance  .  .  . 
and  then  I  will  strike  out  in  my  defense!  I  will 
push  Devon  to  the  same  horrible  fate  he 
undoubtedly  intends  for  me  .  .  .  death  in  the  savage 
jaws  of  the  rock  surf  below. 

"SARA!"  He  was  directly  behind  me  on  the 
cliff  only  a  few  feet  away.  I  spun  towards  the 
fiend's  voice.  Soaked  and  dripping,  he  faced  me  as 
the  lightening  flashed  behind  him  illuminating  the 
evil  in  his  face.  "Sara!  Don't  do  it,  darling!  I 
love  you  ....  PLEASE  .  .  .  please  let  me  help 
you! " 

The  wind  whirled  my  drenched  hair  madly 
about  my  face.  "I  don't  want  your  help,  you  .  .  . 
YOU  TRAITOR!"  I  sobbed.  "I  loved  you  and  you 
repaid  that  love  with  lies  and  deceits  .  .  .  Your 
sleeping  with  that  painted  London  stage  whore  and 
plotting  with  her  to  drive  me  insane!  But  I'll  stop 
you,  Devon.  I  swear  ...  I  will  stop  you  if  it  kills 
me." 

"Sara  .  .  .  what  are  you  saying?  I  love  you, 
Sara.  With  all  my  heart.  Please  .  .  .  Please  move 
away  from  the  edge,  Sara."  He  stepped 
dangerously  closer,  forcing  me  to  retreat  life- 
menacing  steps  backward  onto  the  jutting  point  of 
rocky  overhang. 

"Sara,  it's  true  I  had  an  affair  with  Brigid 
years  ago,  but  darling  that  was  years  before  you 
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and  I  met  in  the  hospital.  I  could  never  love  Brigid 
as  I  love  you,  Sara.  Now  .  .  .  darling  .  .  .  move 
away  from  the  edge  ...  I  beg  you!" 

Devon's  arms  stretched  openly  towards  me 
and  he  bent  from  the  waist  not  in  supplication  but 
with  a  malevolent  tension  that  would  spring  in 
seconds.  I  sensed  this  moments  before  he  lunged 
towards  me,  but  his  closeness,  nevertheless,  caught 
my  counter  movements  off-balance.  I  stumbled. 
He  grabbed.  We  struggled  only  seconds  before  that 
weightless  moment  when  the  salty  air  was  our  only 
foothold. 


Sara  and  Devon  both  plunged  to  their  deaths 
that  night  ....  one  was  pushed;  the  other  fell 
accidently. 
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Ghost  Life 

Scott  Tracy 

Dragging  memories  behind  me 
like  a  rattling  chain 
and  moaning  in  the  groin 
of  darkness, 

I  have  died  a  stranger 
too  many  times 
among  people  I  love, 

Haunting  no  one, 
not  even  her. 


Southern  Sensuality 

Scott  Tracy 

Afterwards, 
her  hair  creeps 
across  the  ridge 
of  my  chest, 
alive  like  Kudzu 
stilting  the  erosion 
of  some  mountain 
and  smothering  a 
rusty,  hollow  car 
left  for  dead  on 
the  side  of  the  road. 
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Dedicated  To  Her 
Scott  Tracy 


The  syllables  drip 
white  hot 
from  her  lips 

Splattering  like 

wet  cement 

and  stinging  my  skin 

Until  ankle  deep  I  am 
wading  thickly 
through  her  words 

Rising  slowly  around 

yet  another 

stiffening  concrete  statue 
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Born  To  Love 
Simm  Van  Arsdale 


Once  born  is  to  love, 
And  desire  thereof, 
Into  life  we  sail  away. 
On  the  mankind  sea, 
A  ship  asearch,  we 
In  the  Philos  tide  do  sway 
To  all  the  rage 
Found  with  age 
Of  Eros  stormy  blast. 
Yet  finding  shore, 
We  search  no  more: 
The  Agape  harbor  at  last. 
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To  Conquer  the  World 
Simm  Van  Arsdale 


I'm  told  that  Alexander  memorized  all  Achilles'  words  while 

still  a  boy; 
I  read  the  Avengers,  and  X-men,  and  forged  report  cards. 
I  can  picture  him  listening,  spellbound,  as  The  Philosopher 

read,  a  glint  in  his  eye — 
I  once  fell  asleep  to  an  old  crone's  rambling  about  Beowulf 

(I  dreamt  of  lunch  and  pretty  girls). 
I've  often  wondered  how  I'd  be  different  had  I  too  been 
tutored 

at  the  knee  of  such  a  learned  man. 
I've  read  Poetics,  his  Ethics  too  (both  in  English),  and  still 

study  philosophy, 
But  I've  yet  to  desire  to  conquer  the  world. 


Lilies 
Simm  Van  Arsdale 


I  saw  lilies  this  morning. 

Red-orange  and  buttery  yellow, 

Glistening  from  the  early  morning  rain. 

I  was  in  a  hurry  when  I  caught  their  melody: 

A  silent  chorus  of  colorful  trumpets. 

I  paused, 

Strove  to  join  their  harmony, 

And  carried  their  tune  the  rest  of  the  day. 
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We  Are  Led  Blindly 

Lisa  J.  Denney 

We  are  led  blindly 

down  pathways 

of  slivered  glass 

crystalline  icicles 

embroider  the  cliffs 

about  us. 

Frozen  winter  trees 

bare  their  nakedness 

before  us 

in  sympathy. 

For  they  too 

have  been  led  blindly 

down  the  pathways 

of  Spring 

to  the  green  meadows 

of  Summer, 

only  to  rot,  die 

and  then  petrify 

in  the  winter  cold. 

They  too  have  felt 

the  icy  breath  of  betrayal 

blow  in  their  faces, 

and  the  innocence 

of  the  previous  season 

drip  from  their  branches 

like  snot 

from  a  Winter  child's  nose. 
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Living,  I  Come  To  Understand  The  Finality  of  Suicide 
In  Memoriam  Carlos  Espinom   1967-1993 
and  Scott  Pack  1971  -  1993 

The  idea  is  an  unbeautiful  bird 

a  spot  of  brilliance  that  disturbs 

greenery,  tears  small  bits  off 

for  an  urgent  nest 

and  returns  to  silence 

unaware  of  kind  watcher,  designer 

with  plan  whose  eye 

doesn't  let  me  die 

though  I  try  or  tried 

some  common  uncreative 

agnosis  around  corners 

squealing  through  rush  hour 

under  the  dulling  influence, 

blow  jobs  on  the  Connecticut  turnpike, 

booze  and  pills  and  stranger  sex 

than  I  like  to  recount. 

In  high  school 

blades  along  my  pudgy  wrists'  veins, 

fasting,  binging,  puking; 

I  smoked  herbs,  weeds,  leaves, 

resins  and  powders 

to  slide  into  sleep 

untouched  by  dreams  or  fears, 

to  move  through  hours, 

weekends,  time-cards,  years. 

And  still,  hostile  mornings, 

desperate  nights  recurred 

longing  for  providence 

omnipresent,  omnipotent,  omniscient 

omni,  omni,  omni,  om 

Adding  bullets  and  a  simple  trigger  pull, 
my  friends  improve  my  methods; 
shut  out  terrorizing  world  news, 


chuck  guilt  flavored  rations 

and  shed  the  weight 

of  deciding  to  breathe. 

Oh,  I'm  not  sitting  here  wondering 

what  coulcTve  been  so  awful 

in  their  lives 

that  they  just  didn't  want  to  get  up 

tomorrow  — 

I  just  know 

I  never  considered 

how  alone  my  friends 

would  be  after  I'd  gone. 

Connie  Meredith 


Not  Simply  a  Bad  Hair  Day 

She  looks  windblown,  and  more  .  .  . 

a  womon  with  broken  wing 

pecks  in  scorched  stubble 

for  her  kin,  charcoal  with  the  crops, 

burnt  by  inflamed  zeal 

for  the  one  way  to  spell  a  name. 

She  cries  in  the  stinging  wind 
when  smoke  stabs  her  eyes 
and  collects  a  jacket,  shoes, 
locates  some  limbs  but  whose? 

She  limps  into  her  concrete  village 

where  journalism  thrives 

and  celebrity  broadcasters  visit 

generals.    All  shake  their  heads 

over  dwindling  supplies,  snipers  and  blockades. 

Connie  Meredith 


Water  Goddess 

can't  maintain  because  wildness 

won't  tolerate  spring  cleaning. 

She  rebels  and  crumbles  technology, 

lets  drains  choke  and  flash  floods  capsize  Iowa. 

Her  cold  water  climbs  porch  stairs 

chilling  your  night's  frequent  checks  that  your  world 

isn't  about  hopeless  —  dissolving  like 

an  amateur's  levee  or  beaver's  dam. 

You  pray  I  won't  drive  deep  scattering  layers 

to  Atlantis  leaving  a  wake  of  stinking  scrap 

and  sewage  to  clean  up; 

and  you  know  I  won't  lift  a  mop  or  bail 

one  bucket  of  basement  water.    I  won't 

help  you  wash  your  windows,  curtains  or  floors. 

Put  the  sand  back,  wash  your  grey  workshirts' 

blue  script  names  and  understand  the  problem 

is  my  nature.    Don't  tell  me  where  I  can  go  or  when. 

Bulldozers  insult  my  intelligence, 

modern  demands,  irrigation  systems  and  lakes 

override  my  plans  and  try  my  patience. 

Humans  divine  where  and  how  I  should  run, 

provide  my  flowing  wild  self  for  your  pleasure 

and  convenience  ~  do  you  have  to  ask 

why  I'm  ruining  your  homes,  farms,  towns? 

For  the  love  of  Wild  Womyn  quit  singing: 
"who  '11  stop  the  rain  ? " 

The  wild  taps  are  open,  there's  no  turning  off, 
no  holding  back;  try  mills,  not  dams. 

Connie  Meredith 


In  Autumn 

In  Autumn 

we  will  play 

in  the  russet  bangs 

of  the  balding  trees. 

Young  Indians 

dancing 

with  leaves  as  feathers 

to  decorate  our  hair. 

Laughing  like  children 

who  know  not 

that  leaves  and  feathers 

both  flutter  away. 

Leaving  silent,  empty  forests 

awaiting  the  shroud 

of  winter, 

where  we  will  go  walking 

upon  the  frozen  leaves. 

with  reverence. 

crying  our  soft  Indian  tears. 

Lisa  J.  Denney 


Barefoot  in  October 

I,  barefoot  in  October  stand, 

still... 

bearing  the  same 

needs  and  sorrows 

as  in  summer, 

but  with  Autumn  tears 

to  decorate  my  soul 

rather  than  daisies. 

Daisies 

too  pure  for  me  now, 

at  least  the  leaves 

have  fallen 

from  grace 

perhaps  also. 

I,  barefoot  in  October  stand 
still... 

truly  naked  now. 

soul  and  feet 

no  longer  guilty, 

merely  survivor 

of  wretched  Summer  haze 

admitting  to  myself 

at  last 

my  identity. 

Lisa  Jo  Denney 


Crossing  Lethe 

Crossing  Lethe 
this  white  boat  prow  plows 
unchartered  waters, 
wrinkles  crystal. 
Dressed  in  white  down 
like  a  swan  I  pass, 
past  grey  walls, 
peeling  faces, 
forgotten  names; 
ghosts  as  tall  as  ships 
salute  me. 

Downward  drifting  gaze, 
a  crystal  bearing  hand 
comes  toward  me,  holding 
clairvoyance.    Future  forsaken, 
sailing  onward 
I  seek  only  to  forget 

K.  Riley  Williams 


Seasonal  Affectiveness  Disorder 

In  the  winter  when 
the  trees  are  dead  and  grey, 
boney-fingered  and  begging 
Heaven  for  mercy,  I  begin 
to  get  suicidal  thoughts. 

I  dream  of  digging  my  grave. 
Cold  fantasy,  Elysian  in  your 
frigidity.    I  want  a  hole, 
deep  and  cold,  full  of  black 
black  with  a  lying-down  view 

of  the  world  above,  boney 
fingers  stretching  out  over 
my  head,  keeping  me  in  my 
place. 

K.  Riley  Williams 


death  in  a  small  town 

There  was  a  death  in  a  small  town 

or  at  least  it  seemed 

the  aspirations  and  reality  of  a  dream 

hopelessly  hoping 

to  attain  a  distant  goal 

an  entire  devotion 

of  body  and  soul 

painstakingly  prepared 

for  its  manifest 

and  thankful  for  what's  been  blessed 

for  all  that  it  seemed, 

no  one  died, 

at  least  the  paper  read 

but  it  was  the  death 

of 

a 

dream 

instead/ 


The  Color  Fuchsia 
Kim  Sparkman 

Bring  water  to  a  boil;  add  macaroni  and  stir.  Claire 
wondered  why  she  always  managed  to  bring  the  water  to  a 
perfect  boil,  only  to  totally  mess  up  the  macaroni  part.  She 
always  followed  the  directions,  never  adding  or  deleting, 
timing  every  task,  and  yet  the  macaroni  was  sometimes  too 
hard  or  worse,  mushy  at  times.  He  would  be  home  soon. 
Claire  thought  about  the  time  her  macaroni  and  cheese  was 
perfect.  He  told  her  to  test  it  every  two  minutes  after  the 
initial  four  minutes,  and  to  stir  continuously  thereafter.  She 
did  just  as  he  said  and  that  night  he  said  it  was  perfect.  Claire 
smiled  as  she  remembered  how  he  praised  her  for  days  after 
the  perfect  dinner;  (although  she  thought  it  was  a  bit  well 
done)  she  took  his  compliments  with  a  smile.  Maybe  it  was 
perfect  after  all,  she  thought.  Claire  was  pleased  with  herself 
that  day. 

"Clara."  He  yelled  as  he  walked  through  the  front 
door  letting  her  know  he  was  home.  (Clara  was  her  given 
name  but  she  changed  it  herself  when  she  was  ten  years  old. 
She  thought  Claire  sounded  more  sophisticated  and  an  up-and- 
coming  ballerina  should  have  a  sophisticated  name  in  case  she 
ever  became  famous.)  "Clara."  He  yelled  again  and  waited 
for  Claire  to  acknowledge  his  arrival.  Claire  yelled  back  and 
told  him  dinner  would  be  ready  in  fifteen  minutes.  Maybe  this 
would  be  the  day  her  macaroni  and  cheese  was  perfect.  She 
could  only  hope. 

He  made  the  comment  during  dinner  that  the  cheese 
sauce  was  a  little  lumpy.  He  suggested  that  she  make  the 
sauce  separately  (instead  of  making  it  all  together  in  the  same 
pot).  He  was  right,  Claire  thought.  She  would  try  that  very 
thing  the  next  time  she  made  macaroni  and  cheese.  After 
dinner  he  announced  that  they  were  going  to  Phoenix  in  the 
morning.  Claire  stopped  cleaning  the  kitchen  and  began 
packing  for  his  trip.  He  did  that  all  the  time.  He  would  come 
home  and  say  "Oh,  by  the  way,  we're  going  to  Calamizu  in 


the  morning."  He  told  Claire  that  was  the  reason  they 
shouldn't  have  any  children,  that  he  needed  her  to  be  able  to 
just  pick  up  and  go  at  a  moment's  notice.  He  was  right, 
Claire  thought.  Although  she  desperately  wanted  children 
(they  had  been  married  for  over  twelve  years),  Claire  realized 
that  he  was  right.  It  would  impossible  to  travel  around  the 
country  with  small  children.  She  finished  packing  and  went 
to  bed. 

The  trip  to  Phoenix  was  long  and  uneventful.  On  the 
way  to  the  hotel  Claire  stared  out  the  window.  She  thought 
about  when  she  was  a  little  girl.  She  remembered  how  her 
brother,  Matthew,  always  made  fun  of  her  red  hair  (he  had 
brown  hair  like  his  father).  She  thought  about  her  parents  and 
how  they  sacrificed  so  that  she  could  take  dance  lessons.  She 
remembered  how  proud  they  were  when  she  was  chosen  to 
dance  the  lead  in  the  city's  annual  Christmas  ballet.  (Claire 
was  the  first  girl  from  the  county  to  win  the  role  in  over 
fifteen  years.)  Claire  thought  about  how  hard  she  practiced 
and  how  wonderfully  she  danced  opening  night.  It  was  one  of 
her  favorite  memories. 

A  couple  of  miles  before  they  reached  the  hotel,  a 
huge  bug  hit  the  windshield  of  his  car  and  left  a  rather  large 
bloody  mess.  He  was  furious  and  kept  complaining  about  how 
it  was  obstructing  his  view.  He  tried  to  spray  the  windshield 
with  the  solution  that  is  supposedly  stored  in  the  wiper 
compartment,  but  it  was  empty.  Claire  found  herself  staring 
at  the  windshield  and  the  blood  the  bug  left  behind.  She 
smiled  to  herself.  That  was  no  ordinary  bug,  she  thought. 
Whatever  kind  of  bug  it  was  that  hit  the  windshield  of  his  car 
was  full  of  fuchsia  blood.  Claire  kept  staring  at  the  blood.  It 
was  the  most  beautiful  color,  she  thought.  Then  she 
discovered  why  she  was  so  taken  by  the  color  on  the 
windshield.  It  was  exactly  the  color  of  a  dance  outfit  her 
mother  made  for  her  when  she  was  a  little  girl.  The  one  she 
wore  when  she  won  the  lead  in  "Swan  Lake."  It  had  been 
years  since  Claire  had  seen  the  color  fuchsia. 

Just  before  they  pulled  into  the  parking  lot  of  the 
hotel,  Claire  decided  to  make  a  comment  about  the  fuchsia 
blood.    After  carefully  considering  what  she  would  say,  she 
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softly  said,  "Don't  you  think  the  blood  from  that  bug  is  like 
the  color  fuchsia?"  He  looked  at  the  stain  on  the  windshield 
and  looked  back  at  Claire.  He  then  looked  back  at  the 
windshield,  and  just  shook  his  head.    He  said  nothing. 

He  parked  the  car  and  Claire  waited  while  he  checked 
into  the  hotel.  After  they  got  situated  in  the  room,  he  said 
that  he  had  an  important  meeting  to  attend  and  that  Claire 
needed  to  press  his  new  blue  shirt,  the  one  with  the  monogram 
on  the  sleeve.  She  did  as  he  said,  and  after  he  left  Claire  sat 
alone  in  the  room  and  thought  about  the  wonderful  color 
fuchsia.  She  thought  about  his  reaction  to  her  remark.  She 
thought  that  he  probably  didn't  even  know  the  color  fuchsia 
when  he  saw  it.  He  would  probably  try  to  tell  her  that  it  was 
not  fuchsia  but  "hot-scarlet,"  or  "vibrant-red,"  or  something 
like  that.  Claire  continued  thinking  to  herself.  She  knew  the 
color  fuchsia.  There  wasn't  anyone  in  this  whole  wide  world 
that  could  convince  her  that  wasn't  the  color  fuchsia,  not  even 
him. 

The  next  day  he  had  to  attend  another  meeting  across 
town.  He  took  Claire  along  so  she  could  shop  for  him.  She 
somehow  managed  to  forget  his  good  leather  belt,  the  one  he 
needed  for  his  black  suit.  The  minute  Claire  got  into  the  car 
she  started  staring  at  the  fuchsia  blood.  For  some  reason,  the 
blood  looked  even  brighter.  Perhaps  the  hot  Phoenix  sun  had 
energized  it,  she  thought.  He  noticed  her  staring  at  the  blood 
and  made  the  comment  that  he  couldn't  see  a  damn  thing.  He 
said  he  was  going  to  find  a  gas  station  and  wash  that  damn 
blood  off  the  windshield.  He  said  it  was  going  to  cause  him 
to  kill  himself  because  he  couldn't  see  a  damn  thing.  He 
swerved  into  the  right  lane  and  then  swerved  again  to  barely 
make  the  turn  into  the  service  station.  He  jumped  out  of  the 
car  and  ran  over  to  the  towel  dispenser.  He  grabbed  a  hand 
full  of  towels  and  a  bucket  of  water  that  was  underneath  the 
dispenser.  He  threw  the  entire  bucket  of  water  on  the 
windshield  and  frantically  began  scrubbing  the  windshield. 
Claire  watched  him  from  the  front  seat.  She  saw  little  beads 
of  perspiration  on  his  forehead.  His  hands  were  trembling. 
His  face  had  a  strained  look  on  it.  Then  she  noticed  something 
else,  something  miraculous.    Instead  of  cleaning  the  blood  off 
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of  the  windshield,  with  every  stroke  he  was  smearing  the 
blood  over  the  entire  surface.  It  was  incredible.  The  color 
fuchsia  was  everywhere.  It  covered  nearly  every  inch  of  the 
windshield.  It  was  even  on  his  white  dress  shirt,  the  one  she 
was  supposed  to  have  monogrammed  but  forgot  about.  He 
had  the  color  fuchsia  on  his  clothes,  hands,  and  some  was 
even  in  his  hair.  He  was  not  pleased  with  this  color  fuchsia; 
he  was  not  pleased  at  all.  In  fact,  he  was  livid.  He  made  the 
remark  that  that  damn  blood  had  mined  his  shirt.  Now  they 
would  have  to  go  back  to  the  hotel  and  she  would  have  to 
press  another  shirt  for  him.  Claire  looked  at  the  color  fuchsia 
which  now  covered  everything.  She  could  feel  the  color 
fuchsia  on  her  face.  She  reveled  in  the  color  fuchsia.  She 
looked  at  the  windshield,  and  looked  at  him.  She  looked  back 
at  the  windshield  and  just  shook  her  head.  She  said  nothing. 
The  morning  after  they  returned  home  from  Phoenix, 
Claire  announced  that  it  was  time  they  discussed  children.  He 
left  for  work.  That  night  Claire  sat  alone  at  the  dinner  table 
and  smiled  as  she  ate  her  macaroni  and  cheese.  Although  it 
was  a  bit  over  done,  it  was  still  delicious. 
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Silent  Sunrise 

Distant  roads  turn  away  from  the  sun, 
Where  broken  eagles  fly 
Wandering  forest  gloom,  doomed  to  no  tomorrow 

Laughing  autumn  winds  they  cry- 
Crying  rivers,  Bleeding  hearts,  lonely  temples  fall 
Mismatched  bricks  join  broken  glass 

In  communions  held  for  none... 

How  long  shall  blue  tears  fall  from  grace? 
—blood  teeming  from  an  angel's  face- 
As  silence  rips  the  forest  gloom, 
and  shatters  peace  within  my  room. 

Chet  Surgener 
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Stars  in  a  River 

Stars  like  rainbows  in  my  eyes, 
No  loss  of  pain  is  sacrificed. 
Time  drifts  by,  but  moves  me  not; 
I  hear  no  beckoning  confidant. 

Pride  is  lost,  dignity  too, 
My  heart  sits  broken,  where's  the  glue? 
Star  blinded  eyes  look  but  in  vain 
'till  star  by  star  falls  down  like  rain. 

My  vision  clears,  but  all  in  pain; 
My  stars,  my  stars  come  back  again. 
Sweet  bitter  thoughts  ring  clear  and  true, 
Numbly  waiting,  hanging  by. 

In  a  river  of  darkness,  no  light  shines  through; 

Hooks  of  the  past  hold  me  yet  tight; 

No  forward,  no  backward,  no  shelter  in  flight. 

One  by  one,  I  tear  from  my  flesh 
The  hopes  of  your  love  —  my  demons  possessed. 
They  live  in  my  eyes  and  torture  my  nights, 
Reek  waste  on  my  love,  my  hope  and  my  life. 

Numbly  I  wait,  hovering  still, 
Living  today  in  "what  if  s"  of  the  past. 
My  stars,  my  stars  come  back  again. 
Waiting  for  you  would  be  my  life's  end. 

Tonya  J0  Stallard 
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Star  Cluster 

The  chaos  of  the  night. 
Meteor  storms  sparking  in  the  dark  sky, 
dancing  like  a  flurry  of  broken  dots 
Their  ambiguous  audience  laughing, 
as  a  thousand  spirits  fade. 
Falling  like  snowflakes, 
under  the  blizzard  storm  called  war. 
The  deceptive  spectacle, 
in  the  chaos  of  the  night. 

Jeffrey  Fields 


The  Puzzleman 

I  am  an  outsider, 
a  castaway  on  this  ship. 
Lost  in  a  world  I  don't  understand. 
Lost  in  the  ways  of  this  tribe. 
My  forged  heart  unmoved  in  their  joy. 
My  eyes  of  stone  unflinching  in  their  sadness. 
I  find  no  solace  in  the  day, 
but  at  night  there  is  peace. 
At  night  there  are  dreams. 

Jeffrey  Fields 
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Nightscape  and  Musings 

The  chill  flows  around  rne  like  spring  water 
Light  fades  from  my  eyes  as  I  step  into  the  night 
Moon  hangs  above  me,  the  silver  light  bathing  the  soul 
Cleansing,  making* me  feel  newborn 

Clouds  float  by  on  sea  of  inks  and  glitter 
Pods  of  wispy  leviathans  on  their  journey 
To  places  haunted  by  dreams  and  shadow 
Where  only  souls  can  reach  from  their  shells  below 

I  sigh  comfortably  and  travel  slowly 

Crickets  and  streetlights  my  soundtrack 

Romance  carried  in  my  breast  pocket,  I  can  only  wonder 

What  she  would  look  like  under  moonlight... 

Jason  Owens 


Burnout 

1  pull  my  lids  open  like  covers  off  the  rumpled  bed  of  my  eyes 

And  try  to  crawl  from  the  miring  swamp  of  my  apathy. 

The  choking  tendrils  of  routine  and  the  cold  sucking  mud  of 

boredom 

Have  held  me  captive  for  so  long  as  the  days  ran  together 

Like  strange  colors  on  some  mad  painter's  garish  palette. 

I  reach  for  the  end  of  that  ever-shrinking  candle  of  hope 

Only  to  be  burned  by  its  leftovers,  the  wax  covering  my  hand 

And  hardening  into  a  shell  of  cynicism  that  numbs  any 

sensation 

1  might  feel  from  this  dream  in  stasis; 

This  razored  silence  while  I  mark  time  in  the  parade  of  my 

life. 

So  hangs  life's  portrait  in  this  museum  of  disappointments, 
A  photo-flash  of  missed  opportunities  and  good  intentions 

Gone  awry  in  the  mirror. 

Jason  Owens 


The  Primrose  Path 

I  fell  upon  the  ragged  cliffs 
where  wild  blackberries  grew 
When  I  reached  to  draw  the  sweet 
fire  pierced  my  sense  into 

Then  and  there  from  this  despair 
my  needled  soul  decided 
I  would  waltz  on  primrose  clouds 
and  leave  what  thorns  invited 

But  suddenly,  from  Mother  Earth 
I  heard  voice  of  bones 
Run,  embrace  the  nectar  child 
before  season's  yield  is  gone 

Carolyn  Arnett 


Graveyard  Tag 

As  a  child  of  curious  ten 
I  slipped  through  rusted  gate 
and  slammed  graveyard  hinges. 
Looking  for  some  phantom  adventure, 
silent  mounds  became  mazes. 
Ancestral  whispers  turned  playmates, 
tagged  brittle  fingers  on  innocent  cheek. 
Eager  palm  trailed  across  cool  marble 
unaware  it  drew  timeless  connections, 
binding  me  by  the  cycle  of  my  name 
to  rest  in  the  roots  of  their  garden. 

Carolyn  Arnett 


Hyperbole 

Some  say  he's  a  Bunyan  descendant, 
hiding  away  in  grotesque  form: 
Two  bulbous  eyes  atop  distended  noes, 
dripping  fangs  hung  on  pointy  chin 
and  shaggy  tail  threaded  through 
a  slit  in  the  back  of  his  pants. 
The  bravest  of  neighborhood  children 
go  on  dares  to  validate  horrendous  tales. 
Most  venture  on  mist  shrouded  nights 
when  darkness  best  feeds  succeptable  minds. 
Soon  grand  illusion  fragments  willing  reality 
and  they  run,  limbs  intact,  to  safe  haven. 
Tales,  hyperbolized,  tumble  freely: 
He  had  a  dinner  of  bullets 
sauteed  in  just  a  hint  of  venom. 
With  this  he  chewed  some  concrete 
then  washed  it  down  with  nitrogen. 
Burping  a  breath  of  steamy  turbine 
he  arose  to  prepare  for  sleep. 
After  bathing  in  pure  gasoline 
he  porcupined  his  snake-like  hair, 
then  brushed  his  teeth  with  a  steely  ax 
before  crawling  into  a  bed  of  spiders. 
They  spit  swore  to  their  vision 
but  returned  under  cover  of  midnight 
because  one  must  always  be  sure. 

Carolyn  Arnett 
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Another  Broken  Commandment 
Lori  Houghton 

"What  the  Hell  am  I  doing  here?"  I  thought  as  I 
turned  my  feverish  cheek  to  meet  Todd's  over-zealous  lips. 
Nothing  I  could  do  about  his  hands  though;  they  were 
exploring  my  body's  curves  and  pockets  with  a  heated 
mission.  Although  my  arms  were  conveniently  pinned  to  the 
stinking,  brown-burlap  fabric  of  the  unfamiliar  sofa,  I  hadn't 
a  conscious  complaint  about  my  helplessly  supine  position  .  . 
.  until  now. 

My  dazed  eyes  darted  past  the  dark  pewter  of  Todd's 
hair  which  tickled  and  played  at  my  chin,  as  his  determined 
tongue  sought  to  suck  the  very  heartbeat  from  my  thumping 
chest.  I  closed  my  brimming  eyes  and  whispered  God's 
name.  Todd  probably  thought  it  was  uttered  in  ecstacy.  I 
knew  it  was  uttered  in  vain.  Just  another  broken 
commandment  to  add  to  my  already  wickedly  long  list.  In  my 
vain  supplication,  I  wondered  at  the  sickly  twisted  humor  of 
that  heavenly  omnipotent  being  who,  laughing  safely  down 
from  his  perch  of  perfection,  had  allowed  such  a  series  of 
events  to  unfold  which,  now,  ultimately  culminated  in  my 
heart  being  sucked  from  my  chest  while  I  was  pinned  on  a 
coffee-sack  couch  that  reeked  of  stale  beer  and  cigarette  ashes. 


"You  smell  good  .  .  .  Um  .  .  Ummm  .  .  Gooood! 
Baby!  ...  I  mean,  you  smell  better  than  the  foo-foo  counter 
at  Lazarus  on  a  100  degree  day  when  the  air  conditioner's 
shootin'  blanks!"  Todd  pushed  playfully  at  me  over  my  open 
car  hood  as  he  struck  one  of  his  many  hysterical,  hand-on-hip, 
cocky-comedian  poses.  "I'm  tellin'  you,  girl  .  .  .,"  he 
snapped  his  oil  stained  fingers  in  a  Z  formation  through  the 
shop's  air  which  hung  heavy  with  the  sweet  smell  of 
degreaser.  "I  ain't  smelled  nothin'  that  smelled  good  as  you 
since  that  French  ho'   spilt  her  whole  bottle  of  genuine, 


19 


imported,  sweet  smellin',  American  foo-foo  in  my  suitcase!" 

I  doubled  over  hysterically  while  tears  threatened  to 
choke  my  uncontrollable  laughter.  Todd  slipped  as  easily  as 
a  chameleon  changes  colors  from  his  hilariously  hip,  black 
voice  and  gestures,  to  his  prim  and  proper  'church-lady' 
stance  of  my  favorite  Saturday  Night  Live  character.  With 
primly  pursed  lips  and  a  high  trembling  voice,  he  relentlessly 
continued  to  split  my  sides  without  mercy. 

"I  think,  little  lady,  that  you  smell,"  he  winked  his 
crystal  blue  eye  with  wicked,  conspiratorial,  holier-than-thou 
meaning,  "like  Sean  Penn's  bed  after  an  all-night  Madonna 
visit!" 

"Stop  .  .  .  PLEASE  Stop!"  I  begged  through  my 
loud  guffaws.  "My  ribs  will  snap  if  you  keep  this  shit  up,"  I 
pleaded  breathlessly.  "Besides,  you  crazy  man,  you're 
supposed  to  be  fixing  this  piece-of-shit  Peugeot  of  mine." 
Striking  a  snobbish,  yet  sexy  pose,  I  sprawled  one  jean- 
covered  leg  along  the  front  bumper  of  my  car  and  up-tilted  my 
nose  in  such  a  snooty  position  that  with  a  good  downpour  I 
would  undoubtedly  have  drowned.  "I'll  simply  lose  my 
sanity,  dahhling,  if  I  don't  have  my  wheels!"  I  rasped  in  a 
sultry,  but  overdramatic,  french  accent. 

Todd  appraised  me  with  fake  seriousness  and  raised 
one  silver  eyebrow.  "What  good  is  sanity,  dahling,  without 
a  little  levity?"  he  quipped.  He  slammed  the  silver  hood  with 
a  dramatic  flourish  and,  as  he  wiped  the  motor  oil  from  his 
rough  hands  with  a  clean,  white  shop  rag,  closed  the  distance 
between  us  with  two  long  strides.  He  grinned  lopsidedly 
down  at  me  with  irresistible  boyish  charm. 

"Shall  we  take  her  for  a  spin,  Madam?  She's  tip-top, 
I'll  bloody-well  wager,"  he  snapped  in  his  best  British  accent. 

I  smiled.  "Sure.  But  just  a  quick  test  run,"  I  warned 
with  a  wagging  forefinger.  It's  almost  11:00,  and  if  I'm  not 
home  by  midnight,  I'll  turn  into  a  pumpkin." 

"Gee  ...  I  can  hardly  wait!"  he  exclaimed 
exuberantly  with  comic  glee  as  he  raced,  purposely  tripping 
over  himself,  to  open  the  passenger  door  for  me.  "I  just 
loooove  pumpkins!    But  .  .  Ah  .  .  .  Uuhh  .  .  .  Could  you  at 
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least  turn  into  a  pumpkin  pie?    Much  better  for  my  midnight 
digestion  than  plain  of  raw  pumpkin  .  .  .  ." 


Todd  pulled  my  car  into  a  deserted  gravel  parking  lot 
and  killed  the  headlights  exactly  as  the  neon  digital  clock  on 
the  dashboard  flipped  over  to  11:59.  Out  of  the  darkness, 
crept  an  ambivalent  feeling  of  nervous  tension  that  wrapped 
formlessly  around  Todd  and  myself  like  an  invisible  mist. 

I  was  nervous.  Uncomfortably  nervous.  Even  more 
so  than  the  first  day  I'd  met  Todd  .  .  .  That  day  of  electric 
excitement  when  Mom  had  chauffeured  Dad  and  me  to  claim 
ownership  of  my  very  first  automobile  at  Todd's  repair  shop. 
That  life-altering  day  when  Dad  had  introduced  me  to  his  best 
friend.  I  was  an  all-knowing  sixteen.  One  look  in  those 
crisp,  blue  eyes  twinkling  with  mischievous  humor,  that  dark 
silver  hair  which  framed  his  tanned  and  rugged  outdoor 
complexion  with  a  distinguishing  elegance,  and  that  towering 
weekend-warrior  frame,  and  I  crumbled  like  a  doomed 
sandcastle  at  high  tide.  Not  literally,  of  course  —  but  damned 
near!  It  must  have  been  that  Kirk  Douglas  chin-dimple  that 
pushed  me  over  the  edge,  But  whatever  it  was  about  Todd 
that  shoved  me  into  my  first  full-fledged  crush,  shoved  hard! 

I  breathlessly  stuttered  a  polite  "Pleased  to  meet  you, " 
and  raced  to  my  new-used  car.  Praying  frantically  that  my 
father  would  attribute  my  red  face  to  excitement  over  finally 
owning  the  first  car  that  I  didn't  have  to  pedal  for  power,  I 
crossed  my  fingers  and  toes  in  hopes  dear  of  Dad  would  not 
realize  that  I  had  the  horny-red-hots  for  his  best  friend. 

Todd  cleared  his  throat  unnecessarily,  and  I  snapped 
back  to  11:59  on  the  dashboard  neon  display.  I  cleared  my 
throat  necessarily  and  laughed  with  nervous  strain,  "One  more 
minute  and  pumpkin  pie  will  devastate  my  car's  plush  velvet 
interior,"  my  voice  shrilled  like  a  pre-pubescent  boy  to  my 
own  ears. 

This  was  stupid!  Why  was  I  so  incredibly  nervous? 
Where  previously  only  soul-assuaging  conversation  wafted, 
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tension  now  sliced  through  the  night  air  like  a  taut  bowstring 
released.  On  my  left  shoulder,  my  paranoid  consciousness, 
decked  in  a  tiny  red  devil's  costume  complete  with  horns  and 
tail,  much  like  the  allegorical  cartoon  skit,  began  to  slowly 
materialize.  The  little  trouble-maker  always  popped  in  when 
she  knew  I  needed  some  comforting  words  from  my  angel- 
winged,  reasonable  half  already  perched  on  my  right  shoulder. 
Before  my  little  red  nemesis  could  speak,  my  haloed  half 
interceded  industriously  in  an  attempt  to  calm  my  ridiculous 
nervousness. 

"Easy  Jodi!  Todd  threw  you  off  balance  seven  years 
ago  at  a  crushing  sixteen,  but  nothing  since  then  —  not  one 
single,  solitary  thing  ~  has  happened  to  cultivate  or  encourage 
your  wild  sexual  fantasies.  He's  been  a  great  friend  and  a 
trusted  confidant.  Come  On!  Get  with  the  program!  He 
would  never  even  bestow  your  stubbornly  curled,  blonde- 
haired,  blue-eyed,  over-weight,  out-of-shape  body  with  so 
much  as  a  second  glance." 

I  turned  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  my  reflection  in  the 
side  view  mirror  and  a  pudgy,  pug-nosed,  pasty-faced,  girl- 
woman  with  smoldering,  stormy  blue  eyes  (my  only  semi- 
fascinating  feature)  returned  my  stare.  The  mirror  wasn't 
vertically  long  enough  to  assuage  my  ludicrous  fear  that  silent 
yelling  match  between  my  good  and  evil  shoulders  was  being 
visibly  enacted. 

"Jodi,"  Todd  began  hesitantly  as  he  stared  unseeingly 
past  the  windshield  into  an  inky,  evening  darkness  that 
distorted  the  shabby  warehouses  surrounding  the  parking  lot 
into  towering,  rectangular  blackholes  which  threatened  to  such 
my  small  silver  car  into  a  starless  space. 

"Jodi  ...  I  know  I've  talked  alot  about  Adrienne  and 
my  marriage  tonight,  and  how  .  .  .  well  .  .  .  how  we  such  at 
married  life,  frankly."  He  paused,  exhaled  heavily,  and 
turned  in  the  velvet  bucket  seat  to  face  me.  His  blue  eyes 
echoed  pained  sadness,  and  his  words  broke  with  agonizing 
uncertainty.  But  he  plunged  bravely  onward  through  the 
smothering  silence  of  the  car's  shadowy  interior.  A  silence  so 
thick  that  it  held  me  firmly  in  its  grip,  sucking  away  my 
breath.  The  pressure  of  it  stifled  even  my  winged  conscience, 
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and  her  silent  appeal  ceased. 

"Jodi  ..."  he  began  again.  "Jodi  ...  I  ...  I  don't 
love  Adrienne.  I  can't  even  remember  when  I  did  .  .  . 
though.  I  guess  I  did  once  —  a  long  time  ago." 

He  looked  down  from  my  eyes.  Down  to  his  large, 
rough  hand  which  had  somehow  covered  my  small  one  without 
my  feeling  his  touch.  In  fact,  I  was  numb  with  anticipatory 
fear.  I  sensed  no  feeling.  Only  the  feeling  that  some  thing 
as  yet  unsaid  was  palpitating  under  the  cover  of  darkness  and, 
that  momentarily,  the  unsaid  thought  threatened  to  burst  the 
safe  bubble  of  my  world,  shattering  my  life.  The  only  actual 
physical  sensation  on  my  anatomy  was  that  nagging,  dry-eye 
burning  I  always  get  when  I  go  far  too  long  between  blinks. 
So  I  blinked. 

Without  looking  up,  Todd  squeezed  my  hand  (I 
watched  rather  than  felt  the  pressure)  and  continued.  "I'm 
very  attracted  to  you.  Jodi  .  .  .  SHIT!  I  damn  well  must  like 
your  name  alot,  too.  Hell,  I've  repeated  it  often  enough  in  the 
past  five  minutes. "  He  jerked  on  my  hand  and  tugged  gently 
on  my  arm,  pulling  me  closer  to  his  face.  When  his  chin 
tilted  upward,  our  nose  tips  almost  touched,  and  I  could  feel 
his  warm  breath  on  my  upper  lip. 

My  pitch-fork  packing  friend  suddenly  screamed  in 
my  ear  to  announce  her  presence.  "Go  for  it,  Jodi!  Kiss  him, 
you  fool!  You've  had  it  bad  for  him  for  years.  As  Nike 
would  say  'Just  Do  It.'  Don't  think  about  it.  You  can  worry 
about  his  wife  and  kids  tomorrow  ....  Carpe  Diem! 

Wife  and  kids,  I  repeated  to  myself,  as  if  slowly 
recognizing  an  old  friend  through  a  drunken  stupor.  "Shut 
up!"  I  screamed  silently,  thrusting  aside  my  darker,  primeval 
thoughts. 

"Todd  ...  I  can't  understand  — ,"  my  protest  began. 
He,  also,  apparently  knew  a  little  Latin  because  he  broke  the 
breathless  words  from  my  lips  with  a  crushing  'Carpe  Diem9 
kiss. 
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"What  the  Hell  am  1  doing  here  with  a  married 
man?"  I  queried  once  again  as  Todd  awkwardly  fumbled  with 
his  belt  buckle  while  he  gently  nuzzled  my  right  breast 
distractedly.  I  didn't  want  this  to  happen  .  .  .  No,  Jodi. 
That's  not  true.  I  wanted  Todd  ...  I  suppose.  I,  selfishly, 
just  didn't  want  anyone  to  get  hurt.  But  with  me  sprawled 
half-naked  on  this  sofa  in  some  love  tryst  with  a  married  man, 
who  was  old  enough  to  be  my  father,  not  to  mention  the  fact 
that  he  was  my  father's  best  friend,  someone  not  getting  hurt 
was  no  longer  an  option.  I  think  ...  I  wanted  this  to  happen, 
but  just  not  now.    Not  here  ! 

Todd's  friend  was  definitely  not  featuring  his 
apartment  in  Better  Homes  and  Gardens  within  the  near 
future.  The  place  was  trashed.  Piles  of  dirty  clothes  covered 
most  of  the  matted  avocado-green  and  gold  shag  carpeting  in 
the  stuffy,  dark,  living  room.  Empty  beer  bottles  crowded  the 
cheap  pine-slat  coffee  table.  They  shared  their  space  with 
Stacks  of  old  newspapers  and  dirty  butt-filled  ashtrays.  But, 
amazingly,  the  bedroom  made  the  living  room  look  quite 
charming.  In  view  of  the  fact  that  the  king  size  waterbed  —at 
least  Todd  said  it  was  a  waterbed  since  1  couldn't  actually 
distinguish  what  lay  under  the  mountains  of  discarded 
wardrobe—  served  as  a  laundry  hamper  for  the  moment  and 
smelled  strongly  of  soured  shirts,  Todd  chose  to  ravish  me  in 
style  on  the  lovely  brown,  Salvation-Army-reject  sofa. 

"Todd  .  .  .  Hey  .  .  .  Todd,"  I  squirmed,  trying  to 
raise  to  a  sitting  position,  "I  .  .  .  think  we  should  cool  off  for 
a  while. "  I  pressed  hard  against  his  chest  and  shifted  weight 
to  my  right  side,  pushing  upward  with  my  left  arm,  in  an 
attempt  to  throw  him  off  balance. 

He  rolled  grudgingly  off  my  front  and  onto  his  side 
with  a  guttural  groan.  Propped  on  one  elbow  with  his  body 
still  partially  entangled  with  mine,  he  peered  down  at  me  with 
a  questioning  look.  His  forehead  wrinkled  between  two 
dashes  of  lowered  silvered  eyebrows.  Eyes  still  glazed  with 
a  passionate  intensity  met  my  own  and  asked  me  a  silent 
question  that,  unfortunately  I  knew,  would  be  far  too 
complicated  for  my  jumbled  gray  matter  to  answer. 
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"I'm  sorry  Todd  .  .  .  really!  I  just  can't  .  .  .  here  . 
.  .  right  now,"  I  quoted  in  broken  verbatim  the  angelic  speech 
my  winged  benefactor  babbled  into  my  ears  in  a  holier-than- 
thou  burst.  (Where  was  my  little  haloed  'Dear  Abby"  earlier 
when  my  miniature  red-horned  malefactor  slick-talked  me  into 
this  horrible  apartment  rendezvous,  anyway?) 

"I  hope  you  .  .  .  well,  I  hope  you  see  .  .  .  that  .  .  . 
I  guess  you  know  I  want  ...  to  sleep  with  you,  Todd.  But 
1  need  to  wait.  We  need  to  wait.  I'm  sorry,"  I  contributed 
again  lamely.  My  blue  eyes  pleaded  with  his  for 
understanding. 

"He  must  think  you  are  the  worst  form  of  tease, 
Jodi,"  my  darker  side  whispered  manipulatively  in  hopes  that 
my  guilt  would  urge  me  onward  into  sexual  surrender. 

"No,  Jodi  .  .  .  I'm  sorry!"  Todd's  blue  eyes  echoed 
his  worry  and  sincerity.  He  stroked  a  blonde  curl  from  my 
eye  and  sighed  painfully  with  emotion.  "I  let  this  go  way  too 
far  .  .  .  I  just  wanted  this  .  .  .  wanted  you  to  care  about  me 
so  much  that  I've  ruined  it  for  both  of  us.  I've  .  .  .  Well,  I 
guess  I've  officially  scared  you  off  now.  The  way  I  run  off 
everyone  I've  ever  cared  about." 

He  thrust  himself  upward,  suddenly,  to  a  sitting 
position  and  left  me  stunned,  sprawling  on  the  sofa's  lumpy 
cushions.  I  struggled  to  speak,  sit  up,  and  say  'the  right 
thing'  all  in  unison.    I  failed  miserably  at  all  three. 

Todd  silenced  me  before  I  could  respond  to  his  pity- 
party  attitude  with  a  look  of  angry  self-loathing.  "Come  on, 
You!"  he  suddenly  transformed  into  that  comically  grinning, 
break-the-ice,  lovable  character  I  had  grown  to  depend  on  to 
make  me  laugh  when  I  truly  wanted  to  bawl  like  a  dying  cow. 
"Get  dressed  and,"  he  slung  my  navy  sweatshirt  which  still 
smelled  of  pure,  clean  Bounce  dryer  sheets  at  me,  "we'll  go 
have  a  drink,  some  lunch,  and  I'm  sure,  since  you're  with 
me,"  he  winked  and  thumped  on  his  chest  like  a  caged  gorilla, 
"some  scintillating  conversation  —  Ughh!" 

As  suddenly  as  Todd's  mood  changed,  so  changed  my 
own.  Confusion  and  frustration  welled  and  surged  upward 
through  me  like  a  rupturing  lave-filled  volcano,  until  I  heard 


2  5 


my  own  voice,  nearly  unrecognizable  with  rage,  screaming, 
"Cut  the  SHIT,  Damrmtt!  Just  cut  out  your  comedy  caravan 
for  one  goddamned  minute  and  talk  to  me!  To  ME,  Todd. 
I  thought  I  was  your  friend  way  before  we  decided  to  grope 
each  other  at  your  buddy's  vacated,  vermin-infested,  love 
shack!" 

"Who  in  Lethe-drowned  Hell  did  he  think  he  was 
anyway,"  I  asked  myself  as  I  trembled  with  anger.  I  certainly 
wasn't  here  half-dressed  looking  like  a  Medussa-haired  tramp 
because  he  could  pull  off  some  half-cocked  version  of  an  old 
Moe,  Larry  and  Curly  scene  well  enough  to  make  me  piss  my 
pants.  I  was  here  because  I  cared  about  HIM  —  the  real  core 
of  him  that  he  rarely,  if  ever,  exposed  to  the  world  ...  or  to 
me. 

If  he  thought  he  was  going  to  crown  himself  King  of 
Nonchalance  when  it  came  to  what  was  happening  between  us 
—  whatever  in  the  hell  that  was  —  and  hide  under  some  absurd 
veil  of  comic  relief,  he  could  kiss  my  ass!  Above  the 
shrillness  of  my  own  voice  and  thoughts,  I  heard  my 
advocatus  diaboli  whispering,  "Give  him  Hell  hotter  than  the 
hinges  of  Hates,  girl!  He  deserves  it.  He  must  be  some  kind 
of  unfeeling  asshole  to  seduce  you  then  drop  the  whole  thing 
like  a  bad  habit.  Give  him  Hell,  Jodi  ....  after  all  .  .  .  you 
can  always  make-up  properly  later!" 

"Don't  listen  to  her,"  interjected  my  angelic 
disposition.  "He's  done  nothing  that  you  didn't  want  him  to 
do.  You  asked  for  this,  Jodi,  so  don't  take  it  out  on  Todd. 
He  will  face  this  situation,  along  with  all  its  problems,  in  his 
own  time.  Then,  you  two  can  talk  civilly  —  like  adults.  Just 
don't  push  him,  right  now,  Leigh,  to  bear  the  entirety  of  his 
soul!" 

As  Todd  gazed  on  in  stunned  silence,  I  weighted  the 
advice  of  my  two  animated  voices.  I  came  to  an  almost 
instant  conclusion  that  angels  are  wimpy,  winged  things! 
Thus,  I  catapulted  onward  with  my  irrational  rampage  ~  not 
caring  what  costs  might  ensue  from  my  biting  words. 

"Don't  you  even  try  to  pretend  that  we're  not 
happening!"    I  raged,  viciously  slinging  down  the  sweatshirt 


26 


he'd  tlung  at  me  earlier,  as  if  it  were  an  insult  to  re-dress.  I 
leaped  half-naked  from  the  couch  and  crossed  barefoot  to  the 
middle  of  the  claustrophobic  living  room  where  he  stood. 

"I    don't    know    what    in    God's    name    (another 
commandment  down  the  pipes)  is  going  on  with 
us—" 

Todd  threw  his  arms  out  from  his  sides  in  agreement 
and  tried  calmly  to  out-maneuver  my  revving  tongue  which 
had  just  kicked  into  overdrive.  "I  don't  either,  but  I—" 

"But,"  I  ignored  his  pleading  eyes  and  roared  on, 
infuriated  by  his  distant  attitude,  "I  do  know  that  we've  got 
shit  that  needs  to  be  shoveled;  not  left  wide  open  for  us  to  fall 
face  first  in  at  some  less  opportune  moment!  So  I  do  think  we 
should  mention  a  few  minor  details  before  laughing  off  our  . 
.  .  our  relationship." 

"Like  what?"  he  half-grinned,  patronizing  my  wrath. 
His  adorable  dimple  danced  with  restrained  laughter  at  my 
raging  tirade  and  wild,  half-naked,  savage  appearance.  I 
didn't  doubt  that  I,  with  black  hair  and  dark  skin,  could  have 
easily  made  the  National  Geographic  psycho-savage-centerfold 
of  the  year!  But  I  didn't  care.  I  wanted  to  know  where  we 
stood  ~  where  I  stood.    So  I  raged  some  more. 

"Oh  .  .  .  nothing  too  terribly  important,"  I  slung  with 
my  best  vicious,  verbal  sarcasm.  "Just  that  you  are  my 
Father's  best  friend,  and  the  old  man  would  have  a  triple 
coronary  if  he  knew  I  was  half-naked  here  with  you  and  your 
pants  down  to  your  knees. " 

Ah  .  .  .Hah!  At  least  I'd  wiped  that  overly  pleased, 
fox-in-the-hen-house  grin  from  his  lips.  Todd  frowned  with 
a  furrowed  forehead  and  the  worry  lines  around  his  eyes  were 
now  more  pronounced  that  before.  For  the  first  time,  he 
almost  looked  his  age. 

"Oh  .  .  .  and  speaking  of  fathers  ~  you  are  a  father 
of  four  boys,  aren't  you,  Theodore?  Just  another  minor  detail 
—  much  like  the  minor  fact  that  you  are  still  married  to  their 
mother! " 

I  paused  to  gulp  and  to  breathe.  "Oh,  yes.  One  last 
small  detail  ~  You  are  old  enough  to  be  my  father.    Do  you 
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think  we  should  just  fuck  quietly,  and  then  laugh  these  little 
details  off  afterward,  Mr.  Wells?  Or  would  you  rather  we  just 
laugh  while  we  fuck?" 

A  shocked  silence  greeted  my  spent  energy.  With  the 
calmness  of  the  hurricane's  eye,  I  enunciated  slowly,  "I  don't 
want  a  beer.  I  don't  want  lunch.  And,"  I  reached  for  and 
caught  his  dangling  hand  attached  to  a  lifeless  and 
surrendering  arm,  "I  don't  want  scintillating  conversation.  All 
I  want  is  to  talk  —just  to  talk  ...  about  us  .  .  .  Please  ..." 

Todd's  face  had  mirrored  every  emotion  throughout 
my  lashing  fury:  astonishment,  confusion,  anger,  guilt,  and 
now,  sad  acceptance.  Like  a  scolded  puppy,  he  meekly 
returned  my  demanding  gaze  with  one  of  apology.  Licking  his 
lips,  he  pulled  me  close  with  one  slow  tug  of  his  rough  hand 
that  still  enclosed  mine. 

"You  really  piss  me  off,  royally,"  he  smiled  at  me 
sardonically  as  he  massaged  the  nape  of  my  tense  neck  with 
his  free  hand.  "But  I  needed  that  .  .  .  slightly  off-color 
reminder  of  yours  to  make  me  see  .  .  .  and  make  me  talk  .  . 
.  about  our  ...  the  problem  that  is  slamming  us  in  the  kisser. 
I  just  don't  want  anyone  to  get  hurt."  He  cupped  my  face  in 
his  calloused  palms  and  forced  my  eyes  to  gaze  directly  into 
his.  I  nearly  drowned  in  their  brimming  emotion.  And  I 
almost  burst  like  a  cracked  dike  into  a  weeping  flood  of  tears 
when  I  saw  the  shards  of  gaping  wounds  I  had  exposed  behind 
those  blue  mirrors  of  Todd's  soul. 

"Ditto,"  I  whispered. 

This  sex  thing,  fantastic  though  I  was  quite  sure  it 
would  be,  was  simply  not  worth  the  suffering  pangs  of  guilt, 
the  betrayal  of  wives  and  loved  ones,  or  the  confusion  of  a 
broken  home.  I  looked  at  Todd  and  saw  that  his  face 
mirrored  my  remorse.  But  his  lusting  eyes  still  melted  my 
own  with  a  liquid  passion.  This  self-denial  was  a  bunch  of 
bible-thumping  bullshit!   Or  was  it? 

Well,  to  prevent  the  possibility  of  my  heavenly 
helper's  irritating  input,  I  decided  that  this  was  one  point  on 
which  it  was  better  not  to  philosophize.  Surely  Todd,  older 
and  wiser  than  me,  foresaw  the  consequences  surreptitiously 
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following  our  many  imagined  nights  of  lust.  But  did  he  want 
more  than  a  mistress?  Would  he  bare  his  soul  at  this  very 
moment  only  to  tell  me  that  we  had  been  the  most  horrible  of 
mistakes  and  recite  that  teeth  grinding  phrase  that  I  am 
positive  initiated  the  actions  of  half  the  inmates  on  'Death 
row':    "Let's  still  be  friends'" 

At  this  most  opportune  moment,  my  nose  began  to 
drip,  forcing  me  to  wipe  my  upper  lip  with  the  back  of  my 
trembling  hand.  I  was  just  positive  that  this  sexy  removal  of 
post  nasal  drip  would  capture  any  man's  heart  and  force  him 
to  spill  the  secrets  of  his  soul  to  me.  In  Todd's  case,  it  took 
more  than  this. 


"Nice  place."  I  breathed  huskily,  tenderly  kissing 
Todd  as  he  clutched  my  hot,  sweating  back  and  thighs.  He 
certainly  knew  how  to  literally  sweep  a  girl  off  her  aching  feet 
and  carry  her  across  a  threshold.  "Much  better  than  the  last 
place  you  tried  to  ravish  me  in,"  I  reflected  in  teasing 
admonishment. 

The  long,  eight  mile  hike  to  this  cozy  chalet  with  its 
breathtaking  view  had  been  worth  the  uphill  climb  and  the 
blisters  pinching  the  balls  of  my  feet.  Someone,  maybe 
Boone,  had  named  them  'The  SmokeyV  for  a  reason,  and 
from  this  height,  I  could  barely  see  the  misty  outline  of 
civilization  ...  or  reality.  Reality,  especially,  was  engulfed 
in  a  dream-like  mist,  which  levitated  Todd  and  me  to  this  long 
awaited  intimacy.  No  more  angels.  No  more  devils.  No 
more  school  ...  No  more  books  ...  No  more  teacher's  dirty 
looks.    Hah!    And,  definitely,  no  more  self-denial. 

"Do  you  like  it?"  he  leaned  against  the  door  frame 
and  chuckled  as  I  streaked  from  room  to  lavish  room  like  a 
child  on  Christmas  morn  searching  for  that  last  out-of-sight 
present,  Forgetting  fatigue,  my  eyes  lit  up  with  excitement  as 
they  basked  in  the  luxurious  comforts  of  the  mountain  cabin: 
the  sunken,  black-marble  Jacuzzi  in  the  master-bedroom;  a 
huge,  steaming  hot  tub,  stocked  with  crystal  decanters  of 
smooth  liqueurs,  that  overlooked  a  magnificent  misty  mountain 
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view  from  the  long,  rustic,  cedar  deck  which  stretched  the 
length  of  the  chalet;  and  that  bubble-shaped  skylight  which 
canopied  the  master-bed,  (Tonight,  it  would  allow  the  full 
moon's  smiling  gaze  to  illuminate  our  none-too-soon  love- 
making). 

"Like  it?"  I  mimicked,  as  I  bolted  back  into  his  arms 
hanging  my  interlocked  hands  around  his  sweaty  neck  and 
squeezing  his  trim  waist  with  my  clenched  thighs.  "I  fucking 
LOVE  it!"  I  whooped  with  my  face  pointed  upwards  towards 
the  twenty-foot  ceiling.  My  eyes  dropped  slowly  to  stare  into 
his  magnetic  blue  ones.  "I  LOVE  you,"  the  words  were 
whispered,  welling  with  salty  drops.  "Please  don't  let  my 
nose  drip",  I  prayed  silently,  searching  his  enigmatic  cobalt 
orbs  for  a  response.  "Not  now!"  And,  for  the  second  time 
in  my  life  .  .  .  God  listened. 

After  tonight,  would  Todd  become  just  another 
broken  commandment  in  my  prolific  list  of  sins'?  Would  I 
come  to  the  same  loveless  end  as  Adnenne?  Would  Erica  take 
the  new  doctor  at  Pine  Valley  Hospital  for  her  twelfth  husband 
if  he  lived  through  the  complete  organ  transplant?  I  decided 
not  to  tune  in  tomorrow  to  find  out.  The  intensity  in  Todd's 
eyes  and  the  raw  emotion  heard  in  his  "Ditto  .  .  .",  told  me 
that  we  were  very  in  tune  right  now  ...  at  this  moment  in 
time.  As  I  kissed  him  with  love-closed  eyes  and  reeling 
emotions,  I  heard  a  tiny  devil's  voice  chuckling  the  phrase  far 
off  in  the  distance,  "Carpe  Diem". 
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Shower 

Proudly  I  waddle  into  the 
pink  and  yellow  room  full 
of  spurious  smiles. 
All  racing  toward  me  holding 
empathy-wrapped  boxes. 

Honeyed  words  trickle  off 
for  they  cannot  know 

the  stretch  marks  that 
run  deep  within  me. 

Alone  I  sit  and  deliberate 
the  alternatives  I  ignored, 
wondering  if  I  will  be 

Molly  Jones 


Madison  Airport 

During  the  day,  a  boy  stares  wide-eyed  at  a  plane 
climbing  the  invisible  staircase  to  the  clouds 
until  it's  a  s  big  as  the  buttons  on  his  jacket. 
He  wonders  how  come  the  people  don't  fall  out 
of  such  a  small  thing— they  must  ride  it  like  a  bike. 

At  night,  Amelia,  the  orange  airport  cat  sits 
in  her  hanger  guarding  her  large  iron  birds. 
She  watches  her  flock  closely, 
not  allowing  a  movement  or  a  peep  until  morning 
when  she  opens  the  cage  and  sets  them  free. 

Molly  Jones 
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Flashback  on  His  Death 

It  came  from  out  of  no  where  and  slammed  into  my  being 

ramming  me  into,  the  metal  railing  of  reality 

which  bent  and  tore  in  my  wake. 

Brushing  the  shattered  dreams  away. 

I  looked  up  to  find  my  self  on  the  opposite  side 

of  where  I  should  be. 

Feeling  for  blood,  I  caught  a  glimpse  in  the  mirror 

of  my  bruised  and  battered  self. 

I  climbed  dizzily  through  a  side  window 

in  order  to  remove  my  self  from  the  wreckage- 

the  demolition  was  complete. 

I  turned  and  ran  for  help 

only  to  fall  when  the  shock  wore  off. 

Rebecca  L.  Reynolds 
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A  Morbid  Hole 

A  morbid  hole, 

Deep,  dark,  black 

with  white  lightning  spiraled  walls. 

decay  fit  for  your  deathful  sins 

Feel  the  temperature  drop 

to  cold  ice  piercing  your  flesh 

cutting,  bleeding 

black  over  blue-white  light. 

turn  it  over  and  over 

on  the  fingertips  of  war 
feel  its  power  rip  through  your  being. 
You  must  have  the  red  pain, 
you  must  taste  the  metallic  burn 
of  the  steel  plated  finger  gun. 

Fire  the  trigger 
slowly  across  your  burnt  wrist. 
Now  your  life  is  complete 
and  you  can  rest 
In 
A 

Hot 
Death. 

Michelle  E.  Alcorn 
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The  Prophet's  Pocket 

Rude  windfalls  before  each  tree. 
Branches  floating, 
A  smooth,  polished  hanging; 
Inside  the  prophet's  pocket, 
A  savored,  tasted  season. 
Growing  hitter,  sour  with  time, 

Randy  Henson 


The  Lamb 

Death  grows  closely  pink. 
Blood-spattered  sweetness  of  nature. 
Lamb's  wool  relieved  for  escape 
Against  the  kneading  chill, 
A  fear  of  the  faithful  numb. 
Naked,  the  lamb  squeals  partial. 
Trapped  in  a  burning  manger. 

Randy  Henson 


The  Oppression 

Cool,  breeze  wine; 

Corks  and  vintage  decay. 

Snowstorms  baked  within  prisoned  youth 

Choking, 

The  air  thick  with  hostility. 

And  the  weeds  and  foam 

Inside  the  naked,  enamel  sea 

Revolve  and  return  to  a  point. 

Leaving  Truth's  grimace  unapproached. 

Randy  Henson 


Modern  Inconvenience 

Phoenix  on  an  aeroplane. 
Stewardess  says 
Can  I  bring  you  some  wings? 
Phoenix  says  no  thanks,  I've 

got  my  own  set,  thanks, 
Much  better  than  these,  with 
Feathers  --  I  flap,  I  don't  glide. 
Phoenix  looks  down. 
Big  mistake  — 
This  is  much  higher 
than  Phoenix  has  ever  gone! 
Phoenix  shifts 
a  feather,  or  two, 

feels  ill  .  .  . 
Stewardess:    Oh  yes,  much  higher 
than  any  bird  could  ever  go  .  .  . 
They'd  be  ripped  up,  up  here  .  .  . 
—  Jovial  laugh  —  Phoenix  shivers  - 

definitely  feels  ill.    Wait, 

wait,  I'm  a  bird! 
Tell  the  Stewardess  - 

she'll  fix  me  up, 

gotta  stop  these 
Midnight  flights, 
To  Heliopolis. 

Emily  Hendren 


35 


A URORA 
1995 


Patrons 


Harry  Brown 
Andre  DeCuir 
Marjorie  Farris 
Dominick  Hart 
Ordelle  Hill 
William  Lane 
Walter  Nelson 
Veronica  Nielsen 


Bonnie  Plummer 
Peter  Remaley 
Vivian  Rogers 
Barbara  Sowders 
Dorothy  Sutton 
Charles  Sweet 
Isabelle  White 
Robert  Witt 


TABLE  OF  CONTENTS 


Connie  Meredith,  poetry      1 


Allison  Nicole  Hunter,  prose    3 


Dustin  Smothers,  poetry    8 


Beth  Streble,  poetry     9 


Robert  Hopkins,  prose    11 


Flash  Mayer,  poetry    21 


Not  Exactly  Minding  My  Own  Business 


Whoever  pulls  my  sleeve  and  asks 
what  makes  you  so  sure? 
what  gives  you  the  right? 
probably  can't  hear  self-doubt 
mumbling  under  my  soapbox 
or  see  a  blushing  social  phobia 
trying  to  swallow  my  thoughts 
urging  me  to  stammer  sorry  excuses 
for  being  in  a  mood 

but  remembering  the  day's  news 
senators  bleating  about  health  care  reform 
confusing  immigration  quotas 
with  sending  troops  back  to  Kuwait 
I  remember  the  answer 
to  what  makes  you  so  sure? 
what  gives  you  the  right? 

BECAUSE  I'M  THE  POET  THAT'S  WHY. 
IT'S  MY  JOB  to  warn  you  plural  you 
when  civilization  starts  knocking  down  cones 
and  failing  breath-a-lizer  tests  on  all  Hallow's  eve. 


Connie  Meredith 


What  Happened  to  the  Music 

Friday  afternoon's  radio  broadcast 

features  tuba  composers; 

late  night  TV  presents  a  would-be 

president  playing  saxophone. 

Dancing  might  shadows  ask  sleepless  curtains 

what  these  events  portend.    Dare  we  hope 

culture  rises  despite  hip-hop 

skinny  hair  droopy  drawers  squealing 


loose-termed  lyrics?   A  reprieve 

from  enhanced  (or  worse) 

electronically  generated  scores? 

O,  can  these  winds  herald  a  renaissance? 

Will  changing  leaders  mitigate 

garage  bands'  regurgitated  licks 

and  backseat  speakers'  boosted  bass? 

Rub  your  feet  together  and  hope  for  warmth 

with  night  frogs  and  crickets; 

but  hold  on,  a  little  music  in  the 

White  House  isn't  a  global  cure.    If 

the  amps  blow,  kiss  digital  recordings 

goodby,  and  maybe  your  legs 

and  all  the  crickets,  too. 

Breakfast  sunbeams  carry  a  tune 
to  the  polls  where  the  believers  elect 
this  governor  with  a  reed. 

On  cue,  citizens  rest  in  their  homeland, 
drift  into  lullabies— but  wake  rubbing  their  eyes 
asking  what  happened  to  the  music? 
Surely  hundred  dollar  speaker  wire 
isn't  defective;  and  sound  waves  don't  disappear- 
so  where's  the  song,  the  rune  of  liberty, 
freedom  and  justice  for  all? 
Where's  the  two  part  harmony? 
Who's  up  late  writing  songs 
for  lovers  and  poor  working  stiffs, 
and  arias  for  the  homeless, 
with  a  chorus  for  the  unemployed? 
Who's  choreographing  the  show 
for  health  care  and  good  old  civil  rights? 
Nobody's  happy  with  politicians. 
We're  tired  of  easy-listening. 
We  want  to  rock  and  roll,  swing  our  partners 
and  get  down  to  it;  but  we're  up  against 
the  boys  in  the  band. 

Connie  Meredith 


Lucid  Dreams 
Allison  Nicole  Hunter 


The  pain  had  subsided  into  a  deep  blue  shallow  as  she 
stood  staring  intently  into  the  oceans  of  persons  floundering  in 
the  chaotic  city  below.  Their  words  washed  up  to  her  in  a 
billow  of  distorted  confusion.  Engines  revved.  Car  horns 
blew.  And  she  was  tossed  about,  lost  amid  it  all,  slowly  being 
worn  smooth  by  its  infestious  waves.  Dejected,  she  lowered 
the  mute  of  glass  and  pulled  the  shade.  With  a  disheartened 
sigh,  the  shapely,  small  framed  figure  turned  to  her  darkened, 
shadow  traced  bedroom.  As  she  drudged  across  her  floor  to 
her  dresser,  the  floor  writhed  under  her.  She  fumbled  for  her 
lighter.  Finally,  her  soft,  shaking  hands  laid  hold  of  it.  Her 
thumb  rolled  over  the  wheel  of  the  lighter  and  pressed  down 
on  the  button  to  release  the  fluid.  No  flame,  only  a  hiss. 
Again  she  tried,  and  was  teased  by  a  spark.  On  her  third 
attempt,  it  flicked  a  weak  blue  flame.  Cupping  her  hand 
around  the  glow,  she  passed  it  onto  the  wick  of  a  vanilla 
scented  candle.  The  sent  of  vanilla  was  sadly  inspiring  to  her. 
It  seemed  to  aid  her  in  uniting  her  disjointed  heart  and  soul 
into  her  river  of  ink  and  tears.  Dancing  atop  the  wax  column, 
the  flame  revealed  the  mirror  that  stood  behind  it  reflecting  a 
mimicking  clone  of  both  ignited  and  igniter.  Slowly,  Selene's 
eyes  rose  to  meet  those  of  her  reflection.  She  was  startled  by 
the  unfamiliarity  of  the  empty  blue  orbs.  Inchoate,  otiose, 
they  manifested  her  soul  as  it  had  never  before  been  displayed. 
Every  other  feature  was  as  she  recalled  ~  straight  blond  hair, 
a  long,  well  defined  face,  full  rosy  lips,  and  a  porcelain 
complexion.  Tears  rolled  down  her  face  as  if  to  wash  away 
the  misery.  A  few  reluctant  drops  clung  to  her  long  lashes. 
She  closed  her  lids  and  opened  them  again  in  hope  of  finding 
some  spark  of  life,  but  they  were  greeted  with  void.  Again 
lowering  her  lids,  they  lifted  as  if  a  dam  releasing  a  great 
flood.  Her  reflection  distorted,  she  rubbed  her  hands  over  her 
face  and  eyes  to  restore  some  of  her  vision.  She  pulled  out 
the  drawer  at  her  waist,  and  extracted  a  cigarette.  Placing  it 
between  her  lips,  she  bent  to  light  it  in  the  flame.  As  the 
smoke  filled  her  lungs,  her  nerves  settled  a  bit.  Crossing  the 
room,   she  exhaled  slowly  and  found  her  blue  chair  that 


awaited  at  the  shade  covered  window.  Gravely,  she  sank  into 
the  soft  comfort  and  listlessly  finished  her  cigarette.  Dean, 
her  husband,  wasn't  due  home  until  after  eleven,  and  she  saw 
no  point  in  wearing  her  Mona  Lisa  guise  for  the  four  walls 
that  encased  her.  They  were  all  too  familiar  with  the  torment 
ritualistically  expressed  to  them.  So,  alone  she  waited,  unable 
to  escape  her  mind.  Her  thoughts  ran  rabid  through  their 
playground.  They  defeated  Selene's  efforts  of  suppression  and 
intensified  her  doubts.  Although  faith  in  Dean  loomed  large 
in  her  heart,  sometimes  she  could  feel  her  faith  being  heckled 
by  Hope. 

Dean  was  such  a  striking  figure  ~  dark  complexion, 
strong  jaw-line,  intense,  brown  eyes,  black  hair,  and  a  well 
toned  physique.  One  would  be  foolish  to  think  he  would  be 
content  with  a  miserable  creature  such  as  herself.  Yes,  her 
doubts  were  confirmed,  he  must  be  seeking  affection  from 
another.  So  many  times  she  had  been  given,  what  she 
considered,  evidence  to  confirm  her  suspicion  of  his 
disloyalty.  His  receptionist  at  his  accounting  firm  was 
undoubtedly  suspect.  When  Selene  called  for  Dean,  her 
account  of  him  always  seemed  evasive  and  fending.  It  seemed 
Dean  was  always  in  a  meeting  which  "he"  insisted  not  be 
disturbed.  And  if  Selene  visited  his  office,  she  was  invariably 
aware  of  the  receptionist's  furtive  glances,  as  if  she  were 
holding  her  in  comparison  and  reassuring  herself  that  her  boss 
found  no  pleasure  in  his  sworn  mate.  Or  maybe  the  teller  at 
the  bank.  It  was  infuriating  to  see  Dean  and  pretty  little  teller 
number  three  giggle  and  flirt  as  Dean  deposits  his  pay  check. 
Then,  as  if  to  twist  the  knife,  number  three  always  tilts  her 
head  and  flashes  a  taunting  smile  as  she  bids  Selene  adieu. 
Yes,  Dean  found  in  her  all  the  qualities  Selene  lacked. 

Selene  was  taunted  by  these  women  even  as  she  slept. 
Many  nights  she  awoke  crying  because  Dean  was  unfaithful  in 
her  dreams  —  kissing  other  women,  making  love  to  them, 
echoing  the  words  he  had  whispered  to  her  in  moments  of 
passion.  When  Selene  confronted  him  with  her  ever-waking 
nightmares,  he  compassionately  reassured  her  that  they  were 
merely  dreams.  Somehow,  that  just  didn't  suffice.  Often,  she 
treated  him  coldly  because  of  something  he  did  or  said  in  her 
dreams.  Her  life  had  become  one  long,  lucid  dream,  in 
which,  she  could  find  neither  rest  nor  reality.  She  was 
captured  by  her  fear  and  enslaved  by  her  jealousy. 


Once  again,  Selene  sat  alone  in  their  bedroom 
ravaged  in  fear  that  Dean  lay  in  the  arms  of  another  woman. 
She  gazed  around  the  dimly  lit  room.  A  cluttered  desk 
squatted  opposite  her.  Crumpled  sheets  were  strewn  about  the 
bed.  Their  wedding  picture  rested  on  her  bedside  table  and  on 
the  dresser  the  flame  still  danced  atop  the  candle.  Her  still 
moist  eyes  grew  weary  from  searching  her  ill-lit  surroundings, 
so  she  laid  them  to  rest.  In  her  blind  silence,  Selene  rotated 
her  wedding  ring,  as  she  breathed  in  the  vanilla  scented  air. 
The  image  of  the  candle  burned  on  her  eyes  in  negative. 
Slowly  it  faded  leaving  her  in  complete  darkness.  Shadows 
lurked  in  the  dark  corners  of  her  mind  anxious  to  convert 
clarity  to  chaos.  In  defense,  Selene  recalled  a  poem  by  John 
Keats  she  had  committed  to  memory.  It  seemed  to  her  to  be 
more  of  a  prayer  than  a  poem,  and,  therefore,  she  always 
ended  with  an  Amen. 

O  soft  embalmer  of  the  still  midnight, 

Shutting  with  careful  fingers  and  benign 
Our  gloom-pleas'd  eyes,  embower'd  from  the  light, 

Enshaded  in  forgetfulness  divine: 
O  soothest  Sleep!    if  so  it  please  thee,  close, 

In  the  midst  of  this  thine  hymn,  my  willing  eyes, 
Or  wait  the  Amen  ere  thy  poppy  throws 

Around  my  bed  its  lulling  charities. 
Then  save  me  or  the  passed  day  will  shine 

Upon  my  pillow,  breeding  many  woes: 
Save  me  from  curious  conscience,  that  still  hoards 

Its  strength  for  darkness,  burrowing  like  the  mole; 
Turn  the  key  deftly  in  the  oiled  wards, 

And  seal  the  hushed  casket  of  my  soul. 

And  with  these  mighty  words,  she  slowly  defeated  her 
imagination,  finally,  lulling  herself  into  a  listless,  thoughtless 
nothing  ....  Turning  over  on  her  stomach,  she  searched  for 
the  floor  with  her  tiny,  dangling  leg  and  established  her 
footing.  She  shuffled  over  to  the  giant  picture  window  and 
tugged  at  the  shade  until  it  bounced  up  and  whirled  around  the 
roller.  At  first  cowering  at  the  intensity  of  the  sun,  she  slowly 
grew  accustomed  to  the  light.  She  looked  down  onto  the 
papershingled  roof  that  covered  the  porch.  Out  on  the  lawn 
stood  Dean  clad  in  the  red  sweater  Selene  had  bought  for  him 
yesterday.     Yes,  he  looked  quite  handsome  in  it.     He  was 


passing  a  baseball  to  a  little  boy  of  five,  maybe  six.  His  hair 
was  black,  and  his  brown  eyes,  though  young,  were  strangely 
intense.  A  familiar  voice  sang  out  Dean's  name,  as  a  woman 
in  a  gray  suit  and  pumps  run  out  onto  the  lawn.  Gleefully,  the 
little  boy  sprinted  to  meet  the  happy  couple.  In  unison,  the 
trio  turned  to  the  window  and  waved  to  the  sad  silhouette. 
The  shade  slammed  down  like  an  iron  curtain.  In  a  panic, 
Selene  ran  to  the  adjoining  room.  It  was  decorated  for  a  child 
~  enormous  crayons  and  huge  blocks  were  stacked  in  the 
corner.  Wind-up  dolls  and  teddy  bears  littered  the  floor.  A 
window  loomed  high  upon  the  wall.  Selene  frantically  pushed 
one  of  the  red  blocks  under  it  and  climbed  on  top  of  the  letter 
"A."  She  placed  her  hands  on  the  plastic  film,  and  a  room 
illuminated  on  the  other  side.  Files  of  motionless  people  were 
lined  up  in  front  of  teller  windows.  At  window  number  three 
stood  Dean  with  his  teller.  They  were  kissing  passionately, 
while  vainly  attempting  to  disrobe.  Piles  of  ties,  blouses,  and 
trousers  rapidly  accumulated  around  them.  Selene  cried  out 
for  them  to  stop  but  was  acknowledged  by  no  one.  The  bank 
manager  mechanically  strolled  by  and  hung  a  "Closed"  sign 
over  the  window  and  the  room  went  dark.  Leaping  down 
from  the  block,  Selene  raced  to  the  staircase.  Her  feet 
pounded  down  the  stairs  and  carried  her  to  a  large,  white 
kitchen.  At  the  back  of  the  kitchen  in  a  little  breakfast  nook, 
she  found  a  window  that  covered  the  entire  wall.  Through  the 
window,  she  saw  a  vast,  open  field.  In  the  middle  of  field 
were  rows  of  white  chairs  arranged  for  a  wedding  ceremony. 
At  the  front  stood  a  priest,  Dean,  and  herself.  Dean  wore  a 
black  tuxedo  with  especially  long  tails,  and  Selene  wore  her 
wedding  dress.  Behind  Selene  was  Dean's  receptionist  in  an 
identical  wedding  dress,  and  behind  her,  in  the  same  dress 
awaited  teller  number  three,  then  the  cashier  from  the  grocery 
store,  the  lady  from  the  bakery,  the  librarian,  the  neighbor's 
wife,  and  an  ever  growing  procession  of  anxious  brides  -- 
reality  suddenly  interposed.  Her  heart  raced  as  tears  began  to 
cloud  her  eyes.  She  could  no  longer  live  in  her  tormented 
vessel.  She  had  to  seek  peaceful  waters  on  which  to  sail. 
With  a  defeated  heart  she  rose  and  made  her  way  to  her 
bedside  table.  Inside,  she  found  her  sleeping  pills.  Dolefully, 
she  carried  them  to  her  desk  and  cleared  a  placed  to  write. 


My  Dearest  Dean, 

Once  again,  in  your  absence  I  have  been 
challenged  with  the  vicious  waking  dream  of  a 
desecration  of  our  sacred  vows.  I  am  incessantly 
taunted  by  my  uncertainty  and  doubt,  and  wake  to 
find  only  a  gold  band  to  lead  me  to  solace,  and 
following  it,  I  am  led  back  through  my  cycle  of 
misery.  Many  nights  I've  waited  out  the  darkness  in 
fear  that  sleep  might  bring  me  closer  to  truth,  and 
many  days  I've  prayed  for  the  night  to  come  more 
quickly  so  that  I  may  sooner  escape  the  stark  images 
that  profess  themselves  before  me.  Substance  has 
been  replaced  by  Shadow,  and  Shadows  follow  me  in 
search  of  a  home.  Now  I  desire  only  to  bath  in  the 
waters  of  Lethe.  To  cease  upon  midnight  with  no 
pain.    And  that  I  shall  do  My  Love.  .  . 

Eternally  yours, 

Selene 


In  Touch  With  God 
(A  tribute  to  Albert  Fish) 

Hedonistic  rupture, 

abandoned  at  birth. 

To  molest  a  child 

your  life  will  get  worse. 

Twenty-nine  or  so  pins  that  stick  through  my  spine- 

I  devoured  a  girl  in  just  nine. 

When  the  knife  went  clear  through  her  neck, 

perverted  compulsion,  I  became  erect. 

My  love  for  pain  is  not  a  disease. 

I  love  to  be  whipped  till  blood  runs  to  my  knees. 

Surpassing  such  tyros  as  Marquis  de  Sade, 

No  matter  what  happens,  I'm  in  touch  with  God. 

Dustin  Smothers 


The  Wizard  of  Oz 

Following  a  path  of  golden  rectangles, 
a  man  of  straw  impaled  on  a  stake  appears. 
Where  do  we  go  in  search  for  a  brain? 
Should  we  go  left  or  should  we  go  right? 
The  left  is  chosen  with  flowers  of  slumber. 
The  Tin  man  beats  on  his  chest  with 
the  power  of  thunder. 
His  hat  a  funnel  that  drips  to  the  knee, 
the  squeak  of  a  can  that  will  set  him  free. 
Walking  the  square  with  arm  and  hand, 
king  of  the  jungle,  Lion  I  am. 
I  am  the  heir.    I  am  the  god. 
I  am  the  wizard  of  Oz. 

Dustin  Smothers 


Eye  of  Heaven 


The  fog  misted  around  it  dreamily, 
No  outlines  visible. 

A  faint  yellow  glow  revealed  its  position. 
Silence  thick  as  the  fog  filled  the  ears. 
No  movement,  no  motion,  no  sound 
Only  silence. 


Beth  Streble 


Summer  Squall 

The  air  hot  and  tight, 

Constricting  breath  and  movement. 

Finally  it  descended,  Removing  the  compression. 

A  sparse  haze  suspended  in  the  trees 

Rain  glided  from  above. 

The  faucet  gushed,  streamed,  dripped  and 

Eventually  halted. 
Warningly,  the  sky  rumbled. 
Distantly,  a  bird  warbled,  Another  rejoined. 
Nature  reveled  in  eternity. 


Beth  Streble 


Laundry 


Spinning  and  tumbling  through 
interminable  cycles. 
Revolutions  of  time  pass 
Pressed  permanently  into  wrinkles 
Not  expected,  yet  always  emerging 
Taking  lifetimes  to  smooth. 


Beth  Streble 


Poetry 


Seemingly  formidable 

Ground  fashioned  from  stone. 

Quick  survey  reveals  unyielding  rock 

But  digging  lightly  exposes 

Soft  clumps  of  earth 

A  rhythm  begins,  a  pattern. 

Initial  scraping  leads  to  harder  dirt. 

Fancies  of  ceasing  emerge  .  .  . 

Mystery  intoxicates 

Delving,  excavating. 

Earth  sails  through  the  air 

like  words. 
Finally, 

Discovery. 


Beth  Streble 


10 


Ellen 
Robert  Hopkins 


Beep-Beep-Beep-Beep 

WHAM! 

My  eyes  shot  open  as  "I  am  Ironman  ..."  blasted 
through  my  eardrums,  shocking  me  awake.  Someone  had 
changed  the  radio  station  on  my  alarm  clock  again.  /  hate 
Black  Sabbath. 

I  turned  off  the  alarm  clock  and  looked  out  the 
window.  Blue  sky,  a  couple  of  clouds,  seemed  to  be  a  nice 
October  morning.  I  rolled  back  the  covers  and  shoved  my 
feet  in  my  well  worn,  corduroy  slippers  and  grabbed  my  terry 
cloth  robe  from  the  bedpost.  The  aroma  of  coffee  wafted 
upstairs  and  tingled  my  senses. 

I  looked  back  over  my  shoulder,  as  I  left  my  room 
headed  for  the  kitchen,  at  my  unmade  bed.  "Maybe  I  should 
make  my  bed,"  I  thought  to  myself. 

"Nah,"  I  said  aloud  after  reflection,  Til  let  Ellen  do 
it.  She  does  such  a  nice  job.  The  corners  are  always  folded 
perfect,  and  it  hangs  even  on  both  sides.  The  pillows  always 
get  fluffed  up  when  she  makes  the  bed.  I  like  that.  I  like  that 
at  night.  I  like  for  my  head  to  sink  into  the  pillows.  I  don't 
ever  remember  to  fluff  the  pillows. " 

My  continued  quest  for  coffee  led  me  downstairs.  As 
I  entered  the  kitchen,  I  glanced  at  the  picture  window.  The 
plants  on  the  window  sill  basked  contentedly  in  the  morning 
sunshine.   The  spider  plant  had  grown  out  of  control. 

"Ellen  has  such  a  way  with  plants.  Looks  like  they 
might  need  little  water,  though,"  I  said  to  myself  once  I  had 
taken  a  closer  look  at  the  plants.  "That  mum  seems  a  bit 
dried  out. " 

I  walked  over  and  pulled  my  favorite  Dr.  Who  coffee 
mug  out  of  the  cabinet.  I  noticed  that  Ellen's  #1  mom  cup 
was  missing. 

"She  must  be  in  the  den,"  I  mumbled  under  my 
breath. 
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I  poured  myself  a  cup  of  that  strong,  black  brew  and 
took  a  sip. 

"Damn  .  .  .  ,"  I  cursed,  "Burned  my  lip,  awful  hot 
coffee. " 

I  walked  over  to  the  picture  window  and  watched  a 
squirrel  as  he  romped  playfully  through  the  trees.  I  raised  my 
cup  to  my  lips  to  partake  of  my  coffee,  and  my  cup  was 
empty. 

"My  cup  is  empty?!,"  I  exclaimed  in  amazement. 

I  placed  my  cup  down  on  the  counter,  and  shook  my 
head. 

"Ellen's  been  dead  for  four  years.  What  are  you 
thinking  of  Frank?  Ellen's  been  dead  four  years  and  you  still 
try  to  drink  from  an  empty  coffee  cup.  You  still  taste  that 
good  coffee  Ellen  used  to  make. " 

I  turned  back  around  and  looked  out  the  picture 
window  again. 

"They  were  beautiful  plants  when  Ellen  was  alive. 
They  are  nothing  more  than  dead  weeds  now,"  I  sighed  to 
myself. 

I  heard  the  dogs  barking  outside,  and  I  looked  out  the 
back  door.  There  was  a  red  pickup  coming  up  my  dirt 
driveway.    It  was  Sal's  Butchers. 

"Sal  sure  has  come  awful  early  this  morning." 

I  threw  open  the  back  door,  and  ventured  outside. 
"Beautiful  day,  today,"  I  mentioned  to  Jessica,  Tasha,  and 
Radar,  my  three  dogs. 

My  dogs  ran  around  me,  barked  their  good  mornings, 
and  jumped  up  on  me.  I  petted  them  all  for  a  minute,  then  I 
petted  them  all  some  more,  and  then  I  told  them  to  get  down. 

"Get  down.  Sit  down.  Lay  down.  Get  down. 
STAY  down.    Damn  dogs,"  I  grumbled. 

As  I  watched  the  red  pickup  come  closer,  and  closer, 
it  left  a  big  cloud  of  dust  behind  it.  I  stuck  my  hand  into  my 
robe  pocket.  I  felt  around  for  a  moment,  and  finally  found 
my  Pall  Malls,  and  a  worn  pack  of  matches.  I  lit  one  up  and 
took  a  big  draw  off  it. 

"Tastes  good.  Tastes  mighty  good,"  I  said  out  loud, 
appreciating  the  flavor  of  my  first  morning  cigarette. 
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I  took  another  pull  off  of  it,  as  Sal's  truck  came 
closer,  and  closer.  "I  hope  he  brought  me  some  coffee.  I 
could  use  some  real  coffee  now.  None  of  this  imaginary 
crap." 

I  raised  my  empty  fingers  to  my  lips,  and  realized  I 
quit  smoking  two  years  after  Ellen  died. 

"I'm  having  a  ruff  morning  of  it  folks.  A  ruff 
morning  with  this  reality/non-reality  stuff. " 

Sal  pulled  up,  cut  off  the  engine,  and  yelled, 
"Morning  .  .  .  mornin'  Frank." 

I  responded,  "Morning,  Sal.  How's  the  butcher 
business? " 

"Just  fine.  Got  the  ends  for  your  dogs  here,"  Sal  said 
as  he  held  up  a  package. 

"Thanks  Sal." 

"Weren't  no  trouble.  Weren't  no  trouble  'tall.  I  also 
brought  ya  a  cup  of  coffee.  I  sure  do  miss  my  mornin'  coffee 
since  that  Miss  Ellen  died,"  Sal  said,  with  a  slightly  saddened 
look  on  his  face. 

"Yep,  Ellen  sure  could  make  a  nice  cup  of  coffee. 
Why  don't  you  come  up  here  and  sit  a  spell,  Sal?" 

"I'd  love  to  Frank,  but  I  got  a  whole  bunch  more 
errands  to  run.  Gotta  go  to  the  post  office,  gotta  go  to  the 
church.  Think  I'm  going  to  head  out  to  the  stockyards  today, 
and  pick  me  up  a  cow  or  two.  Get  'em  good  and  cut  up. 
Business  been  pretty  good  lately. " 

"Well,  come  and  sit  a  spell  anyway." 

"Well,  alright.  Here's  yall's  meat."  Sal  handed  me 
the  package  and  a  cup  of  coffee.  "Gotta  get  my  smokes  outta 
the  truck. " 

I  turned  to  set  the  heavy  package  of  meat  wrapped  in 
white  butchers  paper  down.  I  turned  back  around  to  ask  Sal 
to  get  me  a  cigarette  from  his  truck.  There  was  no  Sal. 
There  was  no  truck. 

I  snatched  back  up  the  meat,  and  held  it  in  my  hands, 
and  pressed  it  to  my  chest,  and  then  shoved  my  nose  in  it.  I 
took  the  fragrance  of  it  in. 

"It's  real.    It  has  to  be  real.    It  smells  like  meat." 

Sal  was  there,  and  then  he  was  gone. 
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"How  could  he  have  left  without  me  noticing?" 

I  pressed  the  meat  to  my  nose  and  smelled  again. 

There  was  definitely  meat  in  there.    I  was  definitely  holding 

the  package. 

The  dogs  were  going  hog  wild  around  my  legs  due  to 

the  fact  that  I  was  holding  a  package  of  meat,  so  I  decided  to 

feed  them. 

"You  damn  dogs!  Always  jumping  up,  and  whining, 
and  drooling.  Fact,  look  at  that  puddle  of  drool  under  you." 
I  pointed  to  one  of  hounds.  "Well,  I  guess  you  can't  help  it 
being  a  hound  and  all." 

I  opened  that  package,  and  by  God,  there  was  a 
human  hand  in  it! 

"What  the  hell?!"  I  yelled  as  I  threw  the  package 
down  hurriedly. 

I  waited  a  minute,  and  then  decided  to  check  the 
package  again,  just  to  make  sure  I  had  seen  what  I  thought  I 
had  seen. 

"Yep,  it's  a  human  hand,  alright,"  I  mumbled  under 
my  breath. 

"I  don't  know  how  this  package  got  here,  and  I  don't 
rightly  care,  and  I  don't  know  if  what  I'm  seein'  is  what  I'm 
seein',  but  I'm  damn  well  going  to  feed  my  dogs." 

I  threw  that  human  hand  onto  the  porch,  and  that  was 
when  I  noticed  it  was  actually  a  hog  leg.  I  felt  better  about 
myself.  Maybe  just  a  little  bit  more  Christian.  I  felt  just  a 
little  bit  better  about  not  having  to  face  the  preacher  with  a 
cock-eyed  grin  on  my  face,  knowing  I  had  fed  my  dogs  a 
human  hand.  Maybe  somebody  I  had  killed,  and  fed  to  my 
damn  dogs. 

I  reached  my  hand  in  my  robe  pocket  again,  in  search 
of  my  non-existent  cigarettes. 

"Damn,  I  quit  smoking.  I  am  having  a  hard  day  of 
it  folks.  I  am  having  a  hard  day.  Maybe  some  breakfast  will 
do  me  some  good." 

I  headed  back  into  the  kitchen  and  decided  that  I  was 
really  not  in  the  mood  for  breakfast. 

"I  just  might  go  fishing  today.  Yep,  that  is  exactly 
what  I'll  do.    Something  to  help  me  relax.    Maybe  make  my 
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day  go  better,"  I  decided,  happy  at  the  thought  of  going 
fishing. 

I  headed  back  to  the  bedroom  to  retrieve  my  worn 
dungarees,  white  tee  shirt,  and  plaid  flannel.  I  then  walked  to 
the  bathroom,  where  I  proceed  to  erase  that  three  day  stubble 
that  had  grown  on  my  middle  aged  face.  As  I  pulled  the  razor 
down  my  face,  a  gray  hair  stood  out  at  me  from  the  edge  of 
my  receding  hairline.  I  stared  back  at  it,  willing  it  to  go 
away. 

"I'm  too  young  to  be  gray.  Forty-two  is  too  young 
to  be  gray.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  forty-two  is  too  young  to 
have  a  son  in  college,  and  I  have  one  of  them." 

"Frank,  you're  talking  to  yourself  again,"  the 
reflection  replied. 

"Well,  nobody  here  to  talk  to,  might  as  well.  And 
certainly  nobody  here  to  call  me  crazy  except  me,  and  I'll 
never  admit  to  that,"  I  answered  back. 

I  continued  to  shave  my  face,  debated  whether  to 
brush  my  teeth  or  not. 

"I  sure  do  hate  the  taste  of  coffee  and  toothpaste  in 
the  morning. " 

Brrr-ring.  The  telephone  scared  me.  I  jumped  and 
nicked  my  face. 

"Ouch!  .  .  .  God  .  .  .  Damn  ...  It!" 

"Who  in  the  hell  is  calling  me  at  this  hour  of  the 
morning?  Everybody  in  the  world  knows  I  shave  my  face  at 
this  time  every  day  of  my  life,"  I  exclaimed  in  wonder,  at  the 
ignorance  of  the  phone. 

I  pulled  a  small  piece  of  tissue  off  the  toilet  paper 
roll,  and  pressed  it  to  my  bleeding  face. 

"Well  good  morning  to  you  too,  neighbor,"  I  said  as 
I  walked  to  pick  up  the  phone. 

"Hello?"  I  asked,  picking  up  the  receiver. 

"Dad,  is  that  you?"  my  son's  voice  responded  to  me. 

"Who  the  hell  else  would  it  be,  and  why  the  hell  are 
you  calling  me  while  I'm  shaving?   I  nicked  my  face." 

"You  sure  are  grumpy,"  he  retorted,  "What's 
happened  to  you  today?" 

"Not  much,"  I  replied,  lying  through  my  teeth. 
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I  decided  not  to  tell  my  son  about  my  adventures. 
Last  year  he  tried  to  get  me  locked  up  in  the  nut  house.  I 
really  didn't  appreciate  that  from  the  young  man  to  whom  I 
had  taught  the  fine  art  of  life  to. 

More  than  once  I've  told  him,  "I  brought  you  into 
this  world,  and  by  God,  I  can  take  you  out,  and  make  another 
one  just  like  you. "  He  minded  most  of  the  time,  but  every 
once  in  a  while,  like  last  year,  he  tried  to  prove  he  is  just  a 
little  bit  better  than  his  old  man.  All  because  he  went  to 
college. 

"Dad,  are  you  there?"  my  son  asked,  obviously 
wondering  about  me. 

"Yeah.  Were  you  talking?  You  should  know  better 
than  just  talk  away  at  me  when  I'm  not  quite  ....  woke  up 
yet." 

"Dad  ...  I  was  thinking  of  coming  up  this 
weekend,"  my  son  proposed  hesitantly. 

"That'd  be  fine.    Just  fine,"  I  replied. 

"I  was  also  thinking  of  bringing  my  new  girlfriend 
with  me." 

"What's  she  like?  Is  she  nice?  Is  she  pretty?  Is  she 
smart?  Does  she  come  from  money?"  I  inquired.  A  father 
could  never  be  too  careful,  you  know. 

"Dad!!    Why  don't  you  just  meet  her?" 

"I  like  to  know  these  things,"  I  replied  defensively, 
"Do  I  need  to  get  out  the  fine  china  for  miss  fancy  pants,  or 
can  we  all  just  act  we're  down  home?" 

"Just  be  yourself  dad,  and  be  sure  to  make  up  the 
spare  room." 

"Now  you  know  I  can't  make  beds  like  your  mother 
could,"  I  said,  as  I  made  a  quick  inventory  of  my  bed  making 
skills. 

"That's  all  right.  You  just  do  what  you  can.  Maybe 
we  can  go  for  a  picnic  on  Sunday." 

"That'd  be  fine,  son.  You  make  sure  to  bring  your 
fishing  pole,"  I  commanded. 

"Dad,  you  know  I  don't  like  to  .  .  ." 

"Just  bring  it,"  I  said  as  I  cut  him  off.  "Why  don't 
you  try  to  make  your  old  man  happy  for  once." 
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"All  right.  Well,  take  care  of  yourself,  dad.  I'll  see 
you  Saturday," 

"Bye,  son." 

I  placed  the  handset  of  the  old  Victorian  style  phone 
back  on  its  cradle,  and  wondered  why  I  haven't  replaced  the 
phone  yet.  I"ve  always  hated  that  phone.  It's  the  kind  you 
have  to  dial.  You  know,  rotary.  Ellen  did  love  it,  though. 
She  would  sit  on  that  thing  for  hours,  gabbing  to  all  the 
socialites  in  the  town.  She  never  would  have  much  to  do  with 
them  in  person.  She  always  said  they  were  too  uppity  for  her, 
but  she  sure  would  talk  on  the  phone.  She  was  a  good 
woman,  Ellen  was.    I  sure  did  miss  her. 

Shaving  cream  dripped  onto  my  slipper,  and  I  decided 
to  head  to  the  bathroom  so  at  least  the  shaving  cream  could 
drip  onto  the  tile  floor.  Something  easy  to  clean  up.  I 
glanced  over  at  the  tub  once  I  entered  to  bathroom,  and 
noticed  soap  scum. 

"I  guess  I'll  have  to  clean  the  bathroom  before 
company  gets  here. " 

I  looked  back  into  the  mirror,  and  saw  that  my  face 
had  dripped  blood  down  the  front  of  my  white  tee  shirt.  I 
grabbed  a  towel  and  decided  to  just  wipe  the  remaining 
shaving  cream  from  my  face,  and  go  half  shaved  for  the  day. 

"I  don't  really  care.  The  fish  won't  know  any 
different,  the  bait  sure  won't  know  any  different,  and  I'll  just 
pretend  that  I  don't  know  any  different,"  I  said  in  defiance  of 
my  hygiene. 

As  I  finished  wiping  my  face,  the  phone  rang  again. 
I  looked  at  my  reflection  in  the  mirror  and  said,  "I  don't  care 
who  it  is.  I"m  not  answering  it.  It's  probably  Josh  calling 
back  to  tell  me  him  and  his  'fancy  pants'  girlfriend  can't  make 
it  up  this  weekend. " 

"...  Damn  it,"  I  curse  as  the  phone  continued  to 
ring. 

I  threw  the  towel  covered  in  shaving  cream  and  blood 
down,  and  proceed  to  the  phone. 

"Hello?  Hello?"  I  asked  the  dial  tone. 

"Just  like  important  city  folk  not  to  wait  for  you  to 
get  to  the  phone  once  they  called  you. " 
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Brrr-ring.    I  heard  the  phone  again. 

"Great.  Now  I  have  ringing  in  my  ears.  Sounds  like 
the  phone,  but  maybe  it's  the  door  bell." 

I  headed  downstairs,  and  threw  open  the  door.  The 
dogs,  with  their  bellies  bloated  from  breakfast,  wagged 
happily  upon  seeing  me.  But  nobody  was  there,  and  the  sound 
was  getting  louder. 

-SNORT-SNORT-  "Huh?" 

I  awoke  to  find  a  smooth,  velvety  arm  brushing  the 
tip  of  my  nose,  followed  by  the  faint  scent  of  lavender.  My 
eyes  opened  wide!    It's  Ellen! 

"Ellen!  .  .  .  Ellen  .  .  .  It's  .  .  .  It's  .  .  .  You!"  I 
stuttered  in  disbelief. 

"Of  course  it  is  me,  Frank. "  She  yawned  loudly  and 
stretched  with  catlike  slowness.  "Who  did  you  expect  at  7:00 
in  the  morning?   Now,  would  you  please  turn  off  the  alarm?" 

The  high  pitched  whine  of  the  alarm  continued  in 
reply. 

"Frank,  what  is  the  matter  with  you?  Get  up.  You 
have  to  go  to  work." 

"You've  been  dead  for  four  years!"  I  yelled,  not 
knowing  exactly  what  was  going  on. 

Ellen  stared  at  me  blankly,  "Frank,  you  are 
ridiculous.    Get  up  and  take  a  shower. " 

I  reached  over  and  turned  off  the  alarm,  then  turned 
over  to  look  at  the  woman  I  haven't  seen  in  four  years.  I 
brushed  my  hand  along  her  forehead  and  cheek,  and  traced  the 
line  of  her  jaw. 

"I  love  you,"  I  said  softly. 

"Frank  ..." 

"Shh  .  .  .  don't  say  anything,"  I  held  my  index  finger 
to  her  lips. 

-Shhh-Thump- 

Ellen  pulled  away,  and  with  a  death  grip  asked, 
"Frank,  what's  that  noise?" 

"I  don't  know,  and  I  don't  care.  I  can't  believe 
you're  alive, "  I  replied.  Ellen  was  the  only  thought  occupying 
my  still  reeling  mind. 
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"Did  you  have  a  strange  dream  about  me  being 
dead?",  Ellen  asked,  as  she  finally  began  to  grasp  my  early 
morning  reaction  to  her. 

"I  might  have,  but  I  think  you  have  been  dead  for 
four  years. " 

--Shhh-Thump-- 

" Frank,  it  was  only  a  dream.  I  really  wish  you 
would  get  up  and  find  out  what  that  noise  is. " 

"Honey,  I  don't  care.  Why  don't  you  go  make  me  a 
pot  of  coffee.  I  haven't  had  a  cup  of  your  coffee  in  four 
years.  It's  just  about  killed  me.  No,  better  yet,  let  me  hold 
you.    No,  let's  .  .  .  Well  I've  missed  so  many  things." 

— Shhh-Thump— 

"Frank,  please  snap  out  of  it  and  go  see  what  that 
noise  is, "  Ellen  commanded  in  a  stern  voice. 

Anything  to  make  Ellen  happy.  I  shoved  my  feet  in 
my  slippers  and  headed  downstairs.  I  stood  in  the  middle  of 
the  living  room  when  I  heard  that  noise  again. 

"I  remember  that  noise.  I  know  what  that  noise  is 
and  I  don't  like  it.  I  don't  like  it  at  all,"  I  said  to  myself, 
with  the  recognition  of  the  noise  scaring  me  fully  awake. 

I  ran  in  the  kitchen  and  threw  the  back  door  wide 
open.  The  dogs  weren't  on  the  porch.  I  stepped  outside.  I 
didn't  see  anyone.  I  didn't  hear  anything.  Silence.  No  birds, 
no  wind,  no  dogs,  no  Sal.  Nothing.  Then  that  sound.  I 
knew  for  sure  what  that  sound  was  then,  and  I  got  a  chill  to 
my  bones. 

I  ran  back  into  the  house,  and  darted  up  the  stairs, 
taking  two  at  a  time. 

"Ellen!",  I  screamed  at  the  top  of  my  lungs. 

"Ellen!  .  .  .  Ellen  say  something!" 

"What  is  it  Frank?!"  Ellen  asked  in  slight  horror 
upon  hearing  the  tone  of  my  voice,  "What's  that  noise?" 

I  ran  into  the  bedroom  and  fell  down  on  the  bed. 

"Ellen,  listen  to  that  noise.  Listen  real  carefully  and 
tell  me  what  you  think  it  is. " 

"Sounds  like  somebody  digging  a  hole.  Maybe  for 
planting  a  bush.  No,  maybe  filling  a  .  .  .  .  Oh,  Frank.  Is 
someone  outside  digging? 
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I  sat  up  slowly  and  turned  to  face  Ellen  with  a 
resigned  calmness,  "Ellen,  that  sound  isn't  coming  from 
outside  the  house.  I  don't  know  where  we  are,  but  I 
remember  that  sound.   I'll  know  that  sound  till  the  day  I  die. " 

"What  is  it  Frank?"  she  asked,  with  rising  panic  in 
her  voice. 

I  stared  at  the  ceiling,  formulating  my  answer,  "When 
I  was  eight  years  old,  they  buried  my  mother.  That  is  the 
sound  of  dirt  hitting  the  top  of  a  coffin. " 

But  there  was  no  reply. 
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Australia 


Blue  feathers  grow  out  the  youth's  head; 
A  glass  of  olive  juice  rests  in  a  hand 
(a  hand  with  an  earring  between  each  finger). 
The  donuts  are  forty-six  cents  each. 
Green  teeth  grow  out  of  the  youth's  head; 
A  glass  of  corn  juice  rests  on  a  continent 
(a  continent  with  one  country  in  its  ear). 


Flash  Mayer 


As  Blood  Flows 

"Denn  die  Todten  reiten  schnell" 
(For  the  Dead  travel  fast") 

A  warrior  in  tattered  armor; 
hands  grip  a  ten-foot  spear: 

stained  red, 
covered  in  darkness, 
and  piercing  the  clouds. 

The  chants  of  Munich  fill  his  head; 

Wails  from  Buda-Pesth  rise  higher  than  the  spear: 
St.  Andrew  prays  to  his  God; 
the  fangs  of  Ordog  prepare  to  strike: 
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blood, 

Christian  blood, 

the  target. 

It  stains  the  wood  beneath  .  .  . 

Gabriel  unleashes  a  battle  cry! 

The  spear  is  thrust  high  .  .  . 


Flash  Mayer 


Elbowless  Wrist  and  the  Caspian  Gates 

Who  holds  up  an  index  finger? 
Whose  finger  is  it  that  points  to  Ariana; 
which  finger  points  to  Seres, 
the  Caspian  Gates, 
Thapsacus, 
and  the  Syrian  Sea? 

There  is  only  a  wrist. 

Where  is  the  elbow? 

Where  are  the  Pillars? 

Tell  the  children  to  talk  to  the 

fingers 
which  point  into  the  cracks. 

The  eggs  which  break:  the 

eyes  of  205  disguises. 
Some  may  scream 
of  a  cream  that  peels. 

There  is  only  a  wrist? 

Flash  Mayer 
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That  Golden  Labyrinth 
"/  think  and  think  on  things  impossible, 
Yet  love  to  wander  in  that  golden  maze. "  Dryden 


Guide  meat  by  the  Fur  which  lines 

Jasmine's  toes. 
Allow  meat  to  converse  with  the  likes  of 

John  Dryden, 

Thomas  Jefferson,  and 

Joanna  Southcott 
on  the  radiance  of  the  physical  puzzle. 
Azof  Gralin  tells  theme  to  include  the  likes  of 

Peter  Steele, 

St.  Paul,  and 

Clive  Barker 
in  the  festivities  regarding  the  labyrinth. 
If  it  was  not  a  simple 
satanic  snare,  it  must  be  a  call  from  God. 

Peter  Steele 
screams  of  how  he  'can  see  God!' 

John  Dryden 
ponders  on  why  he  loves  to  wander; 
the  brass  is  in  the  alchemist's  monkey. 

St.  Paul 
worries  over  a  lack  of  knowledge. 
Azof  Gralin  tells  theme  about  the  red  eyes. 

Joanna  Southcott 
is  pregnant  with  the  fur  which  lines  her  toes' 
desire  to  trample  the  snow-smothered  maze; 

she  is  only  sixty  years  old. 
Azof  Gralin  can't  loose  youth. 

Clive  Barker 
uses  urine  to  lay  waste  to  the  snow; 
Barker  makes  the  maze  golden; 
the  King  of  Maine  has  no  Barkian  gold. 

Thomas  Jefferson 
whispers  to  Steele  about  desires  to  harvest 
the  maze  and  study  its  golden  growth. 
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Each  morning  gives  rise  to  a  new 

Golden  Dawn  for  the  Golden  Maze. 

Azof  Gralin  watches  Crowley  and  Yeats 

as  they 

discuss  their  own  maze;  Jesus  can't  loose  youth; 

youth  can't  loose  Jesus. 

Allow  meat  to  feel  the  summer  breeze  between 
her  toes. 

Clive  Barker  savors  the  melted  snow; 

the  King  of  Maine  finds  it  pungent. 


Flash  Mayer 
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My  Dream 

A  body  twists 

Then  it  turns 

The  linen  on  the  bed  gets  rumpled 

Unnoticed  uneasiness 

As  I  am  being  chased 

Faster  and  faster  I  run 

Like  Superman  moving  to  the  rescue 

My  pursuers  cannot  match  my  speed 

Suddenly  I  run  into  a  wall 

It  is  so  high 

. . . .  Unlike  Superman  I  cannot  climb  over 


I  turn  to  look  behind  me 

There  they  come 

Six  in  all 

With  draculan  teeth 

And  vampire  eyes 

They  reach  to  touch  me 

AlihlmhhlihhlihhhliWihlM 

My  eyes  open 

I  look  around 

There's  nothing  but  my  pillow 

And  a  disturbed  dream 

Jerry  M.  Mwagbe 


Whispering  Softly 

I  think  the  same  thing  of  course 

she  whispered  softly  in  my  ear 

I  looked  at  her  pale  white  face 

and  saw  a  tear  bead  in  her  eye 

I  love  you  was  all  I  said 

and  a  tear  gently  cascaded  down  my  cheek 

and  fell  to  the  ground 


running  a  soft,  angel  like  hand 
on  my  burnt  and  weathered  face 
love  was  set  deep  inside 
her  mysterious  green  eyes 
tenderness  embedded  in  her  voice 
passion  contained  in  her  soul 
softly  speaking 

her  words  rang  out  like  gun  shots 
eternally  etched  in  my  mind 
forever  yours  she  whispered 
ever  so  softly 

Scott  Norman 


Man  of  the  Violin 

To  the  one  who  touches  the  great  Damascus  sun 
crowded,  in  a  tomb,  paralyzed,  executed; 

your  breath  is  removed  ~  with  toxins  that  burn  the  flesh 

impaled . . .  Mutilated . . .  Cremated 

Sodomized . . .  Raped . . .  Cannibalized 
necopedophile  bestiality 

your  ashes  are  reduced  by  the  wind 

only  memories  remain 

Man  of  the  Violin 

a  golden  flower  born  in  the  rain  forest 
the  dew  covers  you  completely        The  body  beside  you, 

dead;  covered  up  by  spiders 
they  love  to  house  the  dead:  feast  on  the  dead 

a  cornucopia  of  treasures 
Play  upon  the  wind         man  of  the  violin 
the  music  is  sweet  the  music  is  soft 

play  for  me; 
grandeur:  religious  invention  ~  may  man  be  the  first 

It  is  raining  hard  . . .  The  forest  sings  its  lullaby 
its  time  to  sleep  the  dead  sleep 
the  wind  blows  hard . . .  Ashes  scatter 
fragments  . . .  Decimals  . . .  Fractions  . . .  Digits 

perverse,  you  corrupt  them 
torture  them       deceive  them  . . .  Please: 
touch  the  hot  Damascus  sun; 

for  it  will  sear  you 
man  of  the  violin 

Dustin  Smothers 


Lost  in  the  Light 

"Hell  casts  a  great  shadow  when  you  move  out  of 
the  light;  A  mirror  appears  while  you're  in  the  shadow;  a 
reflection  appears  in  the  mirror:  two  entities:  both  peer 
until  the  flames  engulf  them."   -Zibanitum 


A  man  walks  into  the  woods, 
he  comes  upon  a  wolf; 

both  stare  intensely 
Wondering  who  will  move  first 

Disciplines  comes  in: 

but  who  for? 
The  wolf  or  the  man 
a  virtue:  patience 

The  wolf  starts  foaming; 
The  man  stands  in  nervous  anticipation 
they  race  towards  the  reflection: 

The  mirror  breaks:  a  great  void 

clouds       both  die 
truth  dies,  too 

How  pitiful  to  be 
lost  in  the  light 

Dustin  Smothers 


Looking  For  Love  in  All  the  Wrong  Places 
Ginger  Wesley 

Dangling  from  the  edge  of  the  cliff  with  only  the 
branch  of  a  sapling  to  hold  onto,  she  began  to  realize  that 
perhaps  some  of  the  choices  she  had  made  were  not  so 
smart.  Not  the  least  of  these  was  hooking  up  with 
someone  like  Nick. 

"Kat,  hang  on.  Let  me  figure  out  how  to  get  you 
out  of  this  mess." 

"Grab  my  hands,  Nick.  It's  pretty  simple,"  Kat 
said,  exasperated. 

"I  don't  want  to  fall  too,"  Nick  said  gallantly. 

"Nick,  I've  got  to  hand  it  to  you,  you  really  know 
how  to  make  a  girl  feel  special." 

Realizing  she  was  on  her  own  with  this  one,  she 
made  another  attempt  to  pull  herself  up.  This  time  she  was 
successful  and  only  when  she  was  back  on  her  feet  did  she 
realize  that,  like  Lorena  Bobbitt,  she  held  the  dismembered 
branch  in  her  hand.  She  charged  at  Nick. 

"If  I  was  in  my  right  mind,  I'd  give  you  a  push 
over  this  cliff,"  she  roared. 

"Settle  down!  God,  you'd  think  I  pushed  you 
myself." 

When  Kat  first  met  Nick,  she  found  his  lack  of 
guts  appealing.  But  then,  she  called  it  a  man  not  afraid  to 
let  his  feeling  (like  fear)  show  -  a  man  not  afraid  to  show 
his  vulnerable  side.  Some  of  the  other  men  she  had  dated 
sure  didn't  have  a  vulnerable  side.  No,  they  preferred  to 
make  her  feel  that  way  by  punching  her  and  cursing  her. 

So  when  she  finally  decided  she'd  had  enough  of 
that,  Kat  resolved  to  do  something  for  herself.  She  had 
always  loved  to  swim.  When  she  was  a  little  girl,  her 


parents  would  practically  have  to  drag  her  out  of  the  pond 
in  their  backyard.  It  was  only  natural  that  Kat  began  to 
give  swimming  lessons  at  the  Y. 

She  saw  Nick  standing  near  the  edge  of  the  pool, 
occasionally  sticking  a  toe  in  the  water  and  immediately 
jerking  back  as  if  the  water  was  fire.  A  little  boy  ran  by 
Nick,  knocking  him  into  the  water.  Nick  screamed  for  help 
and  floundered  around  in  the  water.  Kat  jumped  in  and 
pulled  him  out  of  the  water.  Between  gasps  for  air,  Nick 
thanked  Kat  profusely  for  saving  his  life.  Kat  assured  him 
that  it  really  was  no  big  deal. 

"No,  really.  You  saved  me.  I'm  deathly  afraid  of 
the  water,"  Nick  stammered,  still  shaken  from  the  deadly 
experience. 

"Really,  it  was  no  big  deal.  It  was  only . . .,"  she 
stopped  herself.  She  didn't  have  the  heart  to  tell  him  that 
he  had  fallen  into  all  of  three  feet  of  water  and  could  have 
saved  his  own  life  if  he  had  just  stood  up.  It  was  nice  to 
feel  useful  for  a  change  and  besides,  he  looked 
embarrassed  enough  anyway.  She  decided  to  leave  well 
enough  alone. 

"I  came  here  to  take  swimming  lessons.  I  feel 
kind  of  foolish  coming  for  swimming  lessons  when  all  the 
other  students  are  eight  years  old  but  I  guess  it's  better  late 
than  never,"  Nick  said,  glancing  around  at  all  the  little 
boys  and  girls  waiting  for  their  lesson. 

"You're  right.  We  should  get  down  to  business," 
Kat  said  confidently. 

Nick  finally  gained  some  control  of  his  fear  after  a 
few  lessons  although  Kat  could  still  see  the  dread  in  his 
eyes  when  he  got  very  close  to  the  pool.  But  she  could 
also  see  that  he  was  beginning  to  enjoy  swimming.  He  was 
even  starting  to  swim  at  the  deep  end  along  with  the 
children  who  had  begun  their  lessons  when  he  did.  His 


movements  in  the  water  were  less  tentative  now  ~  he 
swam  with  a  newfound  confidence.  She  couldn't  help  but 
smile  when  she  thought  of  the  man  who  a  short  time  ago 
thought  he  was  drowning  in  three  feet  of  water. 

After  Nick's  last  lesson,  he  walked  up  to  Kat  and 
asked  her  if  he  could  take  her  to  a  movie  to  thank  her  for 
the  lessons.  Realizing  that  the  other  students  were  not  old 
enough  to  get  into  anything  over  a  G-rated  movie,  Kat 
accepted  the  offer. 

Around  seven,  Nick  knocked  on  Kat's  door  as  her 
phone  was  ringing.  She  ran  to  the  door  and  told  Nick  to 
come  on  in  while  she  answered  the  phone.  He  stood  there 
a  moment,  looking  almost  as  afraid  as  he  did  when  he  first 
touched  the  water  with  his  toe.  But  he  finally  decided  it 
was  safe  to  come  in. 

"Joe,  I  told  you  to  leave  me  alone.  When  I  said  I 
never  wanted  to  see  you  again,  I  meant  it.  No,  I  don't  want 
to  hear  your  shallow  apologies.  Just  stop  calling  me."  Kat 
slammed  the  phone  down  so  hard  that  Nick  nearly  jumped 
out  of  his  skin. 

"I'm  sorry  about  that,  Nick.  Let's  get  going,"  she 
grabbed  her  purse  and  headed  for  the  door. 

Nick  looked  relieved  at  the  idea  of  getting  out  of 
her  apartment  and  quickened  his  steps  to  catch  up  with  her. 

Once  dinner  was  eaten  and  the  movie  was  over, 
Nick  drove  Kat  back  to  her  apartment. 

"Goodnight,  Kat,"  he  said  at  the  door.  "Would 
you  like  to  do  this  again  sometime?"  he  asked,  not 
confident  she  would  say  yes. 

"Sure,  Nick.  I  had  a  good  time.  Thank  you." 

"Great.  See  you,"  Nick  said,  beginning  to  fumble 


away. 


'Wait  a  minute,  when  are  we  going  out  again?" 
'Oh,  yeah . .  .um  . . .  how's  Saturday?" 


"OK,  see  you  then,  Nick." 

She  was  amazed  and  pleased  at  how  polite  Nick 
had  been  all  night.  He  had  not  tried  anything  all  evening 
and  didn't  even  expect  a  kiss  at  the  end  of  their  first  date. 
She  didn't  realize  until  now,  months  later,  that  it  was  not 
out  of  politeness  but  out  of  cowardice. 

Standing  there,  just  a  few  feet  away  from  where 
she  had  nearly  plummeted  to  her  death,  Kat  tried  to 
analyze  how  she  got  from  her  parents'  farm  to  the  edge  of 
a  cliff  with  a  man  who  had  nowhere  near  the  guts  and 
conviction  of  her  father.  He  had  always  encouraged  her  to 
stand  up  for  herself  and  not  let  anyone  push  her  around. 
But  for  some  reason  her  father  (and  Kat  for  that  matter) 
couldn't  understand  how  Kat  became  involved  in  a  string 
of  abusive  relationships  ending  with  Joe.  Now  she  was  at 
the  other  end  of  the  extreme  with  Nick. 

She  had  told  Nick  all  about  Joe.  Joe  had  treated 
her  so  well  before  they  got  married.  Even  her  dad  liked 
him.  They  would  watch  Monday  night  football  together 
and  discuss  other  manly  pursuits.  In  fact,  everyone  seemed 
to  like  Joe.  Both  were  strong-willed  men  who  were 
nobody's  pushovers.  But  he  was  kind  and  gentle  with  Kat. 
What  bothered  Kat  (but  never  told  her  parents  or  anyone 
else)  was  that  when  Joe  got  together  with  his  buddies  for  a 
friendly  game  of  poker,  he  would  often  become  very  angry 
and  hostile  in  the  heat  of  the  game.  One  time  he  even 
knocked  Tom  out  of  his  chair  after  accusing  the  man  of 
cheating.  Tom  hadn't,  of  course,  but  Joe  sometimes 
overreacted  like  that.  And  although  this  behavior 
disturbed  her,  Kat  felt  she  couldn't  fault  a  man  for 
standing  up  for  himself  when  he  thought  he  was  wronged. 
Her  father  never  did. 

Once  they  were  married,  Joe  began  overreacting  to 
Kat's  friendships  with  some  of  her  male  coworkers  at  the 
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local  grocery  store.  After  work  one  day,  Kat  was  talking  to 
the  manager  about  next  week's  work  schedule  when  Joe 
pulled  in,  ready  to  pick  her  up.  When  she  didn't  rush  to 
the  car  after  he  honked  the  horn,  he  jumped  out  of  the  car 
and  lunged  at  them.  He  punched  her  boss  and  pulled  her 
into  the  car.  He  slapped  her  and  demanded  that  she  stop 
talking  to  her  boyfriends  while  he  was  sitting  in  the  car, 
ready  to  go  home  so  she  could  cook  dinner.  It  did  no  good 
to  try  to  convince  him  that  there  was  no  one  else  so  Kat  put 
up  with  this  and  many  of  his  other  tirades  for  two  years. 

Nick  assured  Kat  that  he  would  never  treat  her 
that  way  and  so  far,  he  had  not  gone  back  on  his  word. 
Kat  was  convinced  that  she  had  finally  found  someone  who 
would  fight  for  her  and  not  against  her.  Since  the  phone 
call  the  night  of  their  first  date,  she  felt  she  no  longer  had 
any  reason  to  fear  Joe's  interference.  Up  until  a  week  ago, 
she  thought  she  was  free  of  him.  But  now  she  was  here  on 
the  edge  of  this  cliff  with  Nick  because  Joe  had  decided  it 
was  time  once  again  to  be  back  in  her  life. 

In  the  last  month  or  so,  Kat  became  increasingly 
aware  that  perhaps  her  reasons  for  being  with  Nick  were 
not  because  she  liked  him  so  much  but  because  she  just 
wanted  someone  different  than  Joe.  Because  she  was  as 
strong-willed  and  determined  as  her  father,  she  became 
increasingly  frustrated  with  how  Nick  refused  to  stand  up 
for  himself.  He  allowed  friends  to  borrow  money  from 
him  and  treat  him  like  dirt  without  ever  fighting  back.  At 
first,  Kat  felt  sorry  for  him  but  after  a  while,  she  became 
disgusted  with  his  inability  to  take  control  of  his  life.  Kat 
was  also  becoming  disgusted  with  herself  not  only  for 
staying  with  him,  but  also  for  taking  to  Nick  like  he  was 
three  years  old.  But  sometimes  she  would  get  so 
aggravated  with  him.  Now  that  she  had  decided  that  she 


wasn't  going  to  be  anyone's  pushover,  she  couldn't 
understand  how  Nick  could  be  either. 

And  then  it  happened.  Last  week,  Joe  started 
calling  again  asking  about  her  new  boyfriend,  wanting  to 
become  involved  in  her  life  again. 

"I  don't  have  room  in  my  life  anymore,  Joe.  Can't 
you  get  that  through  your  thick  skull?" 

But  Joe,  always  a  hard  one  to  convince,  persisted. 

"I'll  make  room!  You'll  see!" 

Today  he  decided  that  he  would  make  sure  no  one 
else  would  be  able  to  be  in  Kat's  life  either.  Nick  and  Kat 
were  driving  home  from  a  trip  to  the  mall  when  Kat  began 
to  notice  someone  was  following  them. 

"Nick,  look.  That  car  has  been  behind  us  for  the 
last  ten  minutes,"  Kat  said,  frightened. 

"Relax,  Kat.  We're  not  the  only  ones  going  in  this 
direction." 

The  next  thing  they  knew,  the  car  behind  them 
quickly  became  the  car  crashing  into  them,  pushing  them 
off  the  side  of  the  road  and  near  the  edge  of  a  very  steep 
cliff. 

"Nick,  are  you  alright?"  Kat  screamed. 

"Yeah.  Are  you?" 

"Sure.  What  in  the  world  was  that. . .,"  she 
stopped  in  mid-sentence  because  someone  was  coming  out 
of  the  other  car. 

"Oh,  God!  It's  Joe!"  Kat  said,  wide-eyed  and 
afraid. 

Joe  strode  over  to  the  car,  calmly  pulled  Kat  out, 
and  suddenly  began  screaming  at  her. 

"I  told  you  I'd  get  you.  If  I  can't  have  you,  no  one 
will!" 
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Nick  sat  staring  at  the  whole  scene  from  the  car, 
unable  to  move  or  help.  He  was  like  a  deer  caught  in 
headlights. 

"I  see  your  man  here's  a  real  winner.  Too  scared 
to  come  out  of  the  closet  and  face  the  big,  bad  monster,  is 
he?"  Joe  said  tauntingly. 

"Leave  him  out  of  this,  Joe.  This  is  our  fight," 
Kat  said  defiantly.  She  glanced  over  at  Nick  and  could  see 
the  fear  in  his  face  like  it  was  etched  in  stone. 

"You'd  better  believe  it  is,  woman!" 

Now  Joe  came  barreling  toward  her  with  all  280 
pounds  of  force  behind  him.  He  was  big,  but  she  was  fast 
and  managed  to  dodge  out  of  the  way  of  this  raging  bull. 

Still  frozen  in  the  car,  Nick  sat  dumbfounded  at 
the  unfolding  of  events. 

"You  never  were  too  quick,  were  you,  big  boy?" 
Kat  screamed,  almost  invigorated  by  the  newfound  power 
she  felt  she  had. 

"Alright  now,  Kat.  We'll  do  this  your  way.  Why 
don't  we  just  talk  it  out?" 

"I've  talked  to  you  for  the  last  time,  Joe.  Now  I 
have  someone  who  won't  push  me  around,"  Kat  said,  not 
sure  if  she  was  just  stating  a  fact  or  defending  her 
relationship  with  Nick  to  someone  she  claimed  no  longer 
had  a  hold  over  her  life. 

"OK.  I  tried.  Don't  say  I  never  did,  Kat." 

This  time  Kat  wasn't  quick  enough  for  him.  He 
sent  her  reeling  backward  over  the  edge  of  the  cliff.  When 
he  realized  what  he  had  done,  Joe  broke  into  a  run  and 
dashed  to  his  car  and  sped  away.  This  big,  brave  man  was 
suddenly  afraid  that  he  might  be  caught  at  the  scene  this 
time. 

The  only  move  Nick  had  made  through  all  of  this 
was  to  dart  his  eyes  back  and  forth  between  Kat  and  Joe. 
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When  the  dust  had  settled  from  Joe's  quick  getaway,  Nick 
finally  summoned  the  courage  to  open  the  car  door.  He 
slowly  walked  toward  the  clifFs  edge,  very  afraid  of  what 
he  would  see  at  the  bottom.  From  up  here,  the  entire  town 
appeared  to  him  like  a  miniature  of  itself.  He  couldn't 
believe  his  own  cowardice  this  time.  How,  he  thought, 
could  I  have  allowed  this  to  happen?  Now  Kat's 
somewhere  down  there,  gone  to  me  forever. 

He  inched  closer  to  the  edge,  realizing  more  and 
more  how  high  up  he  really  was.  Nick  slowly  peeked  over 
the  cliff  and  saw  that  Kat  wasn't  gone  to  him  forever 
although  the  expression  on  her  face  told  him  that  he  might 
be  is  she  pulled  through  this. 

By  this  time,  Nick  was  calmed  down  immensely. 
Now  he  was  trying  to  figure  out  a  way  to  get  Kat  out  of 
this  mess.  As  worried  as  he  thought  he  was  about  losing 
Kat,  he  didn't  fmd  it  necessary  to  endanger  his  own  life 
saving  her. 

Once  Kat  calmed  down  after  charging  at  him,  it 
dawned  on  her  that  maybe  her  anger  was  misdirected  at 
Nick,  even  though  he  was  a  yellow-bellied,  pitiful  excuse 
for  a  man. 

"Nick,  am  I  a  bad  person?  I  mean,  do  I  get  mean 
with  you  sometimes?"  Kat  asked  sincerely. 

"Well . . .  yeah,  Kat.  Sometimes.  But  I  always 
figured  that  you'd  been  through  so  much  crap  that  you 
were  still  a  little  angry  at  men.  But  I  figured  if  I  waited, 
your  hostility  would  subside,"  Nick  explained. 

"You  mean  you  were  going  to  put  up  with  my 
being  a  little  cross  with  you  until  I  go  through  all  this?" 

"You  are  more  than  a  little  cross  sometimes  but, 
sure,  that  was  the  plan,"  Nick  said,  not  thinking  this 
reasoning  was  off  at  all. 

"But,  Nick.  You  didn't  have  to  put  up  with  me." 

"I  don't  mind  putting  up  with  it.  I'm  kind  of  used 
to  being  that  way  with  everybody  else." 
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"Well,  I'm  not  and  you  shouldn't  be  either,  Nick," 
Kat  paused  for  a  moment.  "I  think  we  should  just  break  it 
off,  Nick." 

"Are  you  sure?" 

"Yes,  Nick.  It's  over,"  Kat  stated  matter-of- 
factly. 

"OK,  if  that's  the  way  you  want  it.  I'll  just  drive 
you  home,  OK?" 

"Yeah...  OK,  Nick" 

She  couldn't  believe  he  gave  up  that  easily.  One 
minute  he  was  willing  to  endure  what  could  be  an  endless 
struggle  for  her  and  the  next  he  just  gave  up  like  that. 

Well,  Kat  thought  as  she  climbed  into  the  car,  one 
of  these  days  maybe  I'll  luck  out  and  fmd  a  man  who 
won't  fight  me  but  who  will  at  least  have  some  fight  in 
him.  She  gave  Nick  a  smile  when  he  obediently  obeyed 
her  command  to  floor  it. 
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2AM 

Orion  goes 

Walking  with  me  — 

Cold  night. 

In  the  Classroom 

Studious  flies 

Practicing 

Aerobatics. 

A  Lull  at  Work 

Eraser  crumbs 

Fruitful  and  multiplying 

On  my  desk. 

Harry  Craft 


Pensee 

The 

pond  is 

still  and  blue 

and  lovely,  but 

I  don't  know  what  lies 

beneath  its  surface.  You 

remind  me  with  sapphire  eyes 

that  could  engulf  the  ocean  whole 

how  little  I  can  see  and  how  few 

the  things  I  fathom  of  the  human  soul. 

Harry  Craft 
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Poema 

Beloved,  you  are  a  ballade 

Rollicking,  full  of  zest  for  life 

Earthy,  edgy,  beautiful 

As  wind  and  rain  and  sky  and  star, 

Primal, 

Fire,  water,  earth,  air, 

Elements  incarnate 

Bringing  my  senses 

To  life. 

Beloved,  you  are  a  sonnet 
Romantic,  like  a  rosebud, 
Stately  crimson  petals  enfolding 
The  passion  of  Creation, 
Burning  bright  like  a  tiger  lily, 
Serene  as  a  lilac, 

The  fragrance  of  your  love  permeating 
My  heart. 

Beloved,  you  are  a  villanelle 
Intricate  as  an  arabesque, 
Subtle,  ever  brilliant,  ever  new 
Like  a  ruby  faceted 
Deep  as  onyx,  clear  as  sapphire 
A  diamond,  thunderbolt  congealed 
Sparkling  white,  piercing 
My  soul. 

Beloved,  you  are  a  haiku 

A  dewdrop  that  encompasses  the  sea 

Ineffable  as  life 

Quintessence  of  reality  distilled 

To  a  point 

Like  a  fmger  pointing  at  the  moon 
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You  open  reality  to  me 
A  word  giving  intimations 
Of  the  Word. 

Beloved,  you  are  thought  made  real 
Language  given  form 
Rhyme  embodied 
Poetry  enfleshed. 

Harry  Craft 


Trash  &  Dump 

Yet  I  know  still  to  go 

away  so  far  from  here 

life  is  strange 

so  many  games 

confusion  hurts  my  ears. 

Gloria  Powell 
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Your  Smile 

Your  smile, 

a  surprise  attack, 

I  am  weaponless  -  unguarded  ~ 

You  leave  sponges  for  knees 

My  body  traitor  reacts 

I,  scholar  now  turned  idiot,  babble  on 

betrayed  and  beguiled 

bewildering  my  sense  riddle  mind 

The  heart  always  wins; 
my  grandmother  was  right 

Tracy  Rutherford 


(untitled) 

I  wrote  of  joy 
I  wrote  of  sorrow 
I  wrote  of  soul 

But  you  have  stolen 
All  my  poetry 

Now,  my  spirit  speaks  and  I  hear  only  the 
clatter  of  cliche 

You  thief  of  Babble 

Knave  of  hearts 

you  ripped  my  words  away 

Tracy  Rutherford 
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Deathless 
Will  Gump 

Listen: 

Three  and  a  half  years  ago  there  was  bora  a  girl 
with  the  face  of  an  old  woman. 

She  sits  now  in  the  same  chair  she  always  has,  in 
the  house's  dim  attic,  dressed  in  an  ancient  yellowing 
wedding  dress  of  unknown  origin,  apparently  sized  for  a 
midget.  She  has  never  had  a  name.  What  or  whether  the 
child  eats  or  sleeps  no  one  except  perhaps  her  mother,  a 
widow  of  five  years  or  more  when  she  mysteriously 
became  pregnant,  could  tell.  Soon  afterwards,  her  brother 
and  his  wife  were  killed  suddenly  enigmatically,  leaving 
their  five-year-old  son  in  her  care.  He  bites  his  fingernails, 
cries  easily,  and  is  very  afraid  of  the  person  living  in  the 
attic.  He  sleeps  in  the  basement.  Earlier,  he  would  tell 
others  about  how  at  night  the  person  in  the  attic  would 
pace  back  and  forth  on  creaky  floorboards,  like  a  crippled 
horse,  but  like  his  aunt,  he  has  now  grown  almost 
speechless.  Since  giving  birth  she  has  never  been  heard  to 
speak  out  loud,  and  so  the  grim  household  remains  silent 
for  six  days  out  of  the  week. 

Once  every  seven  days,  though  it  has  become 
known  that  something  happens  in  the  attic.  Whether  this 
was  revealed  by  an  inexplicable  breach  of  the  silence 
immersing  this  household  is  uncertain,  but  now  this 
peculiar  event  draws  a  small  weekly  crowd  of  spectators, 
filing  solemnly  into  the  attic  to  witness  what  none  has  yet 
ventured  to  explain.  The  crowd,  numbering  only  a  dozen 
or  two,  grows  slowly  over  the  weeks,  and  the  slant-ceiling 
attics  is  filled  almost  to  capacity  with  the  uneasy  observers 


18 


forming  a  ring  around  the  child  in  the  center.  The  child's 
cousin  is  the  only  real  stranger  to  this  event,  hiding  under 
his  bed  in  the  basement  every  time. 

When  you  first  joined  this  crowd,  you  do  not 
remember,  nor  is  it  important.  If  you  thought  about  it,  it 
would  seem  as  if  you  had  been  present  to  witness  the 
spectacle  every  week  of  your  entire  life.  By  your  mere 
presence  you  understand  that  somehow  you  become  a 
participant  in  the  event,  and  you  believe  that  this  is  true  of 
the  others  also.  Since  you  came  for  the  first  time,  you  have 
always  come  back.  At  the  first  time  you  felt,  perhaps 
justifiably,  that  it  was  important  to  be  involved  in,  or  at 
least  witness,  a  happening  like  this  which  was  so  alien  to 
your  experience  and  indeed  from  the  rational  world  as  you 
understand  it.  Since  then,  however,  this  peculiar  ethereal 
quality  to  events  in  your  life  has  brought  you  to  the  point 
where,  not  only  are  such  things  unsurprising,  but  you  have 
become  resigned  to  their  inevitability.  The  event  evolves 
into  a  curious  point  of  stability. 

Now  the  time  has  come  again,  and  you  stand  near 
the  center  of  the  crowd,  gathered  at  a  safe  distance  around 
the  sitting  child.  Some  in  the  crowd  exchange  whispers, 
but  for  the  most  part  there  is  only  the  sound  of  breathing 
and  creaky  floorboards.  The  air  in  the  attic,  as  always, 
feels  cool  and  damp.  One  window  is  set  in  the  roof  behind 
the  child,  and  from  its  icicle  of  sunlight  you  can  see  the  air 
is  heavy  with  dust.  With  her  back  to  the  light,  it  is 
impossible  to  make  out  the  details  of  her  face,  an 
obfuscation  for  which  you  are  grateful.  It  is  not 
undisturbing  to  see  the  wrinkles  and  scars  of  age  on  the 
visage  of  a  three-year-old's  body.  As  your  eyes  adjust  to 
the  dim  lighting,  however,  you  can  see  her  scraggly  light 
hair  forming  a  dim  halo  around  her  blank  face. 
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The  exact  time  of  departure  has  never  been 
determined,  and  as  such  may  not  exist  at  all.  This  attic  you 
feel  is  largely  disconnected  from  any  mundane  analysis, 
and  you  wonder  if  it  is  better  not  to  try  to  know.  There  are 
terrifying  secrets  which  lurk  in  time  and  space,  and  the 
attic  is  a  bubble  that  drifts  freely  through  the  unknown 
depths;  there  is  a  sense  of  place  that  you  can  lose  entirely 
here,  a  mystifying  inability  to  imagine  what  is  beyond  the 
walls  or  on  the  other  side  of  the  trap  door  in  the  floor. 

Your  mouth  is  dry.  You  shift  your  weight  from 
one  foot  to  the  other.  Around  you,  others  are  doing  the 
same,  trying  to  silently  clear  their  throats,  restless.  Your 
hands  are  sweating. 

It  always  starts  with  a  low  humming  noise;  you 
are  tense  for  a  moment  as  if  afraid  that  this  time  nothing 
would  happen,  before  you  realize  that  the  humming  has 
been  going  on  already  for  a  minute  or  longer.  Some 
interval  of  time,  impossible  to  judge.  The  room  is  silent 
now  except  for  this  humming,  and  you  are  listening  far 
more  closely  to  this  background  noise  than  you  are 
watching  the  shadowy  body  sitting  in  front  of  you. 

The  sound  of  your  own  breath  grows  louder,  and 
you  concentrate  on  controlling  your  breathing  to  minimize 
this  noise.  The  humming  wanes  and  throbs  if  you 
concentrate  too  hard  on  it,  elusive  like  a  dim  star  that  you 
can  only  make  out  from  the  corner  of  your  eye.  With 
single-minded  concentration  you  focus  on  trying  to  make 
out  the  detail  of  this  humming,  clenching  your  teeth,  and 
gasping  when  you  suddenly  realize  you  have  been  holding 
your  breath  for  almost  too  long. 

It  is  when  the  light  changes  that  you  know  you 
must  pay  attention  to  the  figure  at  the  center  of  the  crowd. 

While  it  has  gotten  brighter  in  the  attic,  at  the 
same  time  it  seems  to  have  gotten  dimmer.  You  cannot 
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make  out  detail  in  your  vision  like  before.  The  girl  sitting 
in  the  chair  is  illuminated  better  somehow,  you  can  see  her 
face,  but  you  cannot  see  the  features  of  her  face.  You 
imagine  she  is  scowling,  her  lips  twisted  grotesquely  and 
hairy  nostrils  flaring,  or  maybe  you  can  see  it  after  all.  She 
wobbles  back  and  forth.  You  notice  she  is  now  perched  on 
the  wooden  chair  like  a  bird,  crouching  on  all  fours. 

A  static  feel  rises  in  the  air.  You  feel  all  the  hairs 
on  your  body  stand  up  straight. 

Then  it  begins.  Right  in  front  of  your  eyes,  she 
starts  to  change. 

She  gets  bigger.  You  can  see  her  shoulders 
broadening,  her  legs  extending,  her  head  expanding.  Her 
hair  blurs  away  and  is  gone  completely,  leaving  her  bald. 
She  continues  expanding,  blowing  up  like  a  balloon.  This 
time,  you  see,  she  is  practically  becoming  a  giant.  Every 
time  it  is  a  different  body.  A  black  goatee  appears  on  her 
face,  whose  features  have  flowed  into  those  of  a 
completely  different  person.  It  is  almost  finished. 

Then  the  lighting  changes  again,  or  the  throbbing 
hum  changes  pitch,  and  the  fluidity  of  the  person's 
appearance  before  you  is  gone.  The  figure  in  the  chair  is 
not  the  person  who  was  there  a  moment  ago.  You  and  the 
rest  of  the  crowd  now  stand  before  a  musclebound  bearded 
black  man,  obviously  over  six  feet  tall,  squatting  naked  on 
the  chair  where  used  to  sit  the  child.  He  faces  the  floor  and 
does  not  look  up  at  anyone. 

There  is  now  perfect  silence. 

One  last  step  remains  in  the  process.  As  you 
expect,  the  man  on  the  chair  raises  his  right  hand,  fmgers 
splayed,  and  holds  it  in  front  of  him.  Lifting  his  head,  he 
now  raises  his  left  fist  clenched  around  a  long  thick  nail. 

You  shudder,  as  if  you  were  cold.  The  most 
difficult  part  of  the  spectacle  for  you  is  coming.  For  the 
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first  time  since  you  initially  noticed  the  hum,  you  recover 
some  awareness  of  the  people  around  you,  and  some  sense 
of  their  collective  nervousness.  What  you  know  will  come 
next  is  always  like  an  electric  shock  to  you,  the  howl  of 
pain,  the  rush  of  light  and  sound.  You  focus  your  attention 
on  the  man's  outstretched  right  hand. 

The  man  litis  his  head,  draws  back  his  fist,  and 
plunges  the  nail  into  the  palm  of  his  hand.  He  opens  his 
mouth  wide,  but  no  sound  at  all  comes  out. 

He  is  perfectly  still  for  a  moment,  a  stunning 
moment  in  which  the  spectacle  has  now  veered  off  into 
terrifyingly  unfamiliar  territory,  and  you  have  no  choice 
but  to  remain  transfixed  by  the  figure  that  might  be  frozen 
in  time  if  it  weren't  for  the  rivulet  of  blood  trickling  down 
his  wrist.  You  hear  him  exhale,  then  he  closes  his  mouth, 
then  he  lowers  his  head  to  stare  directly  at  the  crowd.  At 
you. 

The  throbbing  hum  suddenly  bursts  back  to  life. 
You  are  jolted,  but  even  so  cannot  break  eye  contact  with 
the  figure  in  front  of  you.  His  features  start  to  flow,  his 
body  melts  away.  All  the  while  his  head  remains  perfectly 
clear  and  intact.  The  light  in  the  room  swells  to  almost 
painful  brightness.  You  can  see  nothing  but  the  head  and 
transforming  body  in  front  of  you.  The  light  is  unbearable, 
and  through  this  the  man's  face  remains  perfectly  clear. 

The  light  is  suddenly  all  gone,  then  on  again,  then 
off  and  on  and  off,  in  a  maddening  accelerating  strobe  light 
effect.  The  man's  body  has  almost  changed  entirely  back 
to  that  of  the  girl,  with  the  nail  still  piercing  the  right  hand. 

The  light  abruptly  stops  oscillating.  The  attic  is 
black  except  for  a  beam  of  light  coming  straight  down  on 
the  figure  in  the  chair,  the  man's  head  on  the  girl's  body. 
It  pulls  the  nail  out  of  its  hand. 
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The  nail  is  a  bone.  It  points  the  bone  at  you. 
Speaking  in  an  unholy  voice: 

I  will  show  you  fear,  in  a  handful  of  dust. 

The  voice  crashes  through  you  like  it's  coming 
from  everywhere  —  from  all  sides,  from  inside  your  head, 
like  you  said  it  yourself  and  your  voice  was  amplified 
terrifyingly,  unexpectedly.  Your  most  breathless  whisper  a 
willpower-crushing  juggernaut.  A  murmur  of  surprise  and 
fear  ripples  through  the  gathered  spectators.  Not  people 
whispering  to  each  other,  but  mumbling,  some  wordlessly, 
to  themselves,  as  if  to  verify  that  their  own  voices  were  not 
obliterated  by  such  a  force. 

You  cannot  move.  You  cannot  breathe.  You  feel 
your  heart  has  stopped. 

Suddenly  the  man's  face  is  gone  entirely,  and  you 
regain  control  of  your  muscles  exhaling  abruptly.  In  his 
place,  the  girl  sits  as  before,  but  now  you  can  see  the 
twisted  lips  and  squinted  eyes  with  merciless  clarity,  and 
the  absolute  horror  and  hatred  on  her  face.  Grabbing  the 
sides  of  the  chair  with  both  hands,  she  opens  her  mouth 
wide. 

Her  mouth  spreads  wider  than  humanly  possible. 
An  avalanche  of  huge  insects  spews  from  her  mouth 
endlessly,  gigantic  cluttering  bugs  with  scorpion's  tails  and 
eerie  long  human  like  hair.  They  look  like  they're  covered 
in  armor,  and  have  huge  wings  like  a  dragonfly.  The 
insects  cover  you,  they  obscure  your  vision  completely,  but 
you  can  hear  screams  of  pain  from  all  around  you.  Trying 
to  keep  as  still  as  possible,  you  feel  the  bugs  crawl  all  over 
your  body,  in  your  hair  and  under  your  clothing,  not 
stinging  or  biting.  You  are  afraid  to  breathe. 

As  soon  as  they  have  appeared,  they  are  gone,  as 
if  they  never  existed. 
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The  child  sits  as  before  in  the  wooden  chair  in  the 
center  of  the  attic.  There  is  no  humming  noise  or  strange 
light. 

You  and  the  rest  of  the  crowd  do  not  move  for 
much  longer  than  is  normal  following  a  spectacle.  You  are 
frightened  that  the  second  you  do  move,  something  else 
will  happen.  There  has  never  been  such  uncertainty  before 
about  when  the  spectacle  was  over.  At  last  it  is  the  child's 
mother  who  moves,  stepping  through  from  the  back  of  the 
crowd  where  she  always  stands  to  the  side  of  the  girl.  She 
picks  up  her  daughter's  right  hand. 

Everyone  can  see  there  is  a  fresh  ugly  scar  in  the 
center  of  it.  Several  people  gasp.  This  has  never 
happened  before.  The  girl  yanks  her  hand  out  of  her 
mother's  grasp,  and  her  mother  stumbles  backward  in 
fright. 

You  begin  to  feel  queasy  and  claustrophobic,  and 
are  the  first  one  out  of  the  attic.  Behind  you,  the  others  file 
out  with  varying  degrees  of  urgency. 

Downstairs,  you  see  the  mother  surprised  to  find 
her  nephew  in  the  kitchen  instead  of  still  hiding.  He  is 
very  calm. 

I  dreamed  last  night  that  a  mountain  fell  out  of  the 
sky  and  turned  the  ocean  red,  he  tells  her.  All  the  wind  in 
the  world  was  trapped  inside  four  bags  held  by  four  giants, 
and  one  of  them  dropped  a  rock  in  a  huge  river  and  dried  it 
up,  like  it  was  the  biggest  river  on  Earth.  There  was  this 
huge  blast  of  noise  and  all  the  trees  burned  down,  and  the 
moon  turned  red  and  everything  was  red  like  pain.  The  sun 
went  out.  There  were  people  covered  in  blood.  There  were 
monsters,  there  were  five  dead  kings,  and  there  were 
mortal  wounds  that  didn't  kill.  There  were  things  that 
killed  everyone.  There  were  voices  from  everywhere.  The 
skies  will  open ...  the  skies  will  open 
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It  is  the  forty-second  month  of  the  season  of  self- 
mutilation.  Soon,  something  will  happen. 
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Blackness 
Blackness- 

a  moonless  night  at  three  a.m. 

ghosts  laughing  quietly 

in  the  darkness, 

no  faces- 

their  images  decapitated  long  ago 

The  empty  spaces  of  memory 

with  random  pinpoints  of  light  in  the  blackness 

Rachel's  little  chubby  hand  in  mine, 

dancing  in  the  kitchen  to  old  hippy  songs, 

lying  on  the  back  porch  after  dusk 

smelling  the  birth  of  summer 

Rick's  fried  chicken  on  a  cold  winter  evening 

when  I  haven't  had  a  good  meal  in  a  week, 

The  taste  of  Mike's  come  on  Thursday  afternoons 

carried  on  my  tongue  the  rest  of  the  day 

Blackness  of  the  past 

seen  dimly  if  at  all 

a  film  of  coal  dust  an  inch  thick 

like  on  the  outside  of  Papaw's  clapboard  house 

after  winter. 

The  empty  quiet,  soft  silk  blackness  of  death 

(or  how  we  imagine  death  to  be) 

we  long  for  it, 

yet  have  not  the  balls  to  achieve  it 

If  it  were  only  as  easy 

as  it  was  for  Granny 

who  took  a  nap  on  the  couch 

one  cold  December  afternoon, 

warmed  by  the  coal  burning  pot-bellied  stove 

in  that  old  clap  board  house 

and  never  had  to  wake  up 

to  tie  her  shoes, 

iron  her  dresses, 

listen  to  her  children  argue  and  be  cruel 

cook  supper  for  the  whole  fucking  family 

every  Sunday  afternoon 

and  endure  the  blackness, 

the  coal  soot  of  life 

anymore  L.  J.  Mallory 


I  No  Longer  Look 

I  no  longer  look  for  you  on  the  street 

or  pass  your  house  to  see  if  you're  there 

I  wonder  sometimes  still 

in  the  quiet  of  twilight,  sunset  and  red  Autumn  leaves 

entangled  against  a  purple  sky. 

I  imagine  you  sitting  in  your  house 

across  the  kitchen  table  from  your  wife 

drinking  coffee,  pretending  to  be  interested 

in  what  she  is  saying, 

pretending  to  be  interested  in  life. 

miserable,  routine, 

the  same  yellow  light  over  that  same  kitchen  table 

every  night  for  twenty-three  nicking  years. 

You  put  on  a  mask,  smile  because  you  have  to, 

when  you'd  prefer  to  scream,  run  away, 

ride  down  the  road  on  that  long  black  Harley 

blue  eyes  embracing  the  red  tangled  Autumn  tree  sunset. 

that  Harley  that  your  wife  says  is  taking  you  straight  to  hell. 

I  don't  drive  by  to  see  the  yellow  light  in  your  kitchen  anymore, 

don't  chase  you  down  the  street  to  hear  of  your  misery 

your  straightness, 

the  reverence  for  the  past  rush  of  drugs  in  your  veins 

veins  which  run  calmly  now 

thick  with  the  simple  boredom  of  life. 

I  don't  think  I  could  listen  anymore 

or  care  like  I  once  did, 

for  I  am  apathetic,  and  no  longer  want  to  know  your  misery, 

or  even  your  beauty. 

Just  want  to  be  left  alone  in  the  twilight 

no  longer  needing  your  wildness 

(which  has  been  killed  of!) 

burnt  away  under  a  yellow  kitchen  light 

and  a  mask  of  sincerity 

while  your  eyes  rage  blue, 

the  sunset  and  red  autumn  trees  blaze  in  your  mind, 

as  your  hand  trembles,  picking  up  your  coffee  cup. 

L.  J.  Mallory 
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Shaving  While  On  LSD 

and  then  I  saw  You 

standing  in  my  mirror 

thinking  of  times  past 

that  I  still  call  my  future 

"how  dare  you  invade  my  privacy" 

I  politely  scream  at  the  Stranger 

who  has  so  rudely  interrupted  my  morning  shave 

the  Stranger's  silence  is  His  only  answer 

as  He  mimics  my  every  move 

I  rinse  bloody  shaving  cream 

off  my  cold  and  clammy  face 

watching  the  red  water 

pour  down  the  drain 

I  look  up  at  the  mirror 

with  horror  filled  eyes 

expecting  to  see 

the  cold  stare 

of  the  Strangers  steel  eyes 

instead  I  see  only  a  reflection 

of  myself  and  a  cold  white  bathroom 

in  the  background 

Scott  Norman 
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Bear  Oath 

Cuddles  huddles  snuggles  burr 
Warmth  found  in  a  soul  of  fur 
Hug  me  hold  me  do  not  weep 
My  love  will  put  you  fast  asleep 

Monsters,  beasts  and  crilly  crawls 
Ghosts,  goblins,  things  with  claws 
scary  visions  that  make  you  scream 
They  will  try  to  haunt  your  dream 

But  do  not  worry  little  one 

Do  not  screech  and  look  so  glum 

Things  will  be  fme  in  the  end 

Just  smile  and  hug  your  furry  friend 

I'll  hug  you  back  and  give  you  more 
I'll  smack  the  beasties  while  you  snore 
I'll  take  their  claws  and  punch  their  teeth 
And  keep  those  goblins  out  of  reach 

They  won't  be  coming  here  again 

This  I  promise  you  my  friend 

Because  I'm  your  teddy  bear,  big  and  strong 

and  I  won't  sleep  all  night  long 

I  will  watch  and  wait  till  dawn 

And  you  awake  and  stretch  and  yawn 

Then  I'll  wait  for  night  again 

To  huggle  and  snuggle  with  my  friend 

Hugs  and  warm  fuzzies 

Tony  Adams 
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Granny's  Basement 

That  single  smell  follows  me  forever. 

At  the  timeless  moment  of  my  forgot, 

It  is  a  needed  tie  I  cannot  sever 

Of  days  of  sweet  and  love  unsought, 

A  soft  twist  of  baseball  cards,  a  fall  leaf, 

Dusty,  unfinished  clothes,  and  life  lessons. 

The  old  aroma  is  strong  and  so  brief 

That  too  quick  my  mind  loses  the  essence. 

I  beg  and  plead  for  another  encore, 

Yet,  I  cannot  retrieve  my  yester-youth. 

The  musty  smell  of  days  of  play  is  lore 

Leaving  behind  a  table-sugar  truth: 

Memories  of  a  time  now  gone  are  dear, 

But  life  is  more  precious  right  now,  right  here. 

Sherry  Markins 
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A  Kiss 


He  kissed  me. 
He  cupped  my  face 
In  his  hands 

And  he  kissed  me. 

Like  a  sip  of  water 
He  kissed  me. 
A  kiss 
A  sip 

A  feather  stroke 

A  whisper  of  emotion 

A  thousand  words  unspoken. 

To  kiss 
To  embrace, 

To  say  goodbye. 


Danetta  Barker 
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Progression 

When  I  stop  to  miss  the  cracks 

in  the  hole  in  the  world, 

it  seems  like  something's 

out  of  place. 

There  are  no  memories 

or  silent  dreams, 

or  whispers  of  wonder, 

no  city  trains 

to  take  you  there 

and  back  again  into 

my  quiet  thoughts  that 

seem  more  like  desires 

that  you  won't  speak  of 

for  fear  of  waking  me 

that  I  might  call  it  something 

other  than 

it  is 

oppressive  and  hindering 

to  put  away  your  mind, 

tedious  in  its  expression. 

Christopher  Daniel 
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Flight 
Betina  Conley 

Claudia  grabbed  her  thighs.  She'd  been  Sweating 
to  the  Oldies  with  Richard  Simmons  for  a  month  now  and 
she  could  tell  the  difference  this  morning! 

"Yes!"  she  screamed  raising  her  arms  like  a 
triumphant  Jane  who'd  caught  a  prize  fish  for  Tarzan. 
Only  Claudia,  she  didn't  have  a  Tarzan.  She  had  Doug, 
super  lump  of  a  husband  for  twenty  long,  long  years. 
She'd  resigned  to  live  her  life  with  the  Lump  until  she 
heard  from  the  airlines  then  it  was,  "C'est  la  vie!    Doug!" 
because  Claudia  knew  conversational  French  and  Spanish. 

Claudia  stretched  on  the  floor  in  front  of  the  TV. 
She  was  charged  from  exercise  and  morning  vigor. 
"Claude,  baby,  let's  check  the  mail."  She  leapt  up,  spry 
for  a  woman  over  forty,  and  headed  for  the  door.  Her  yard 
disappointed  her.  If  she  hadn't  heard  from  the  airlines  by 
next  year  she  was  going  to  replace  the  marigolds  and 
geraniums  in  her  yard  for  birds-of-paradise  and  plumeria. 
Feeling  a  little  flighty,  Claudia  slapped  the  mailbox. 

"Come  on  Delta,  Continental,  USAir,  Ugandan 
Airlines  .  .  .  come  on  fellas!  You  know  you  want  old 
Claude.  Just  listen  .  .  .  Claudia  .  .  .  doesn't  it  sound  exotic, 
Scandinavian  maybe?"  she  pulled  down  the  tongue  of  the 
mailbox  and  the  junk  mail  fell  out  like  throw  up. 

"Oh  God"  Claudia  mumbled,  "Now  I  have  to  sort 
through  all  this  horse  shit!"  She  shuffled  the  mail  into  a 
rough  stack  and  headed  back  up  the  walkway.  "Oh  no 
Miguel!  Hold  on  darling  baby!  Claude's  coming!" 

Miguel  is  the  only  thing  that  could  take  Claudia's 
mind  off  the  mail  from  the  airlines.  Miguel  tall,  dark  and 
Mexican- American  hosted  a  Tex-Mex  cooking  show  on 
Lifetime.  After  she  herded  Doug  out  the  door  she  kept  her 
date  with  her  aerobics  tapes  and  then  with  Miguel.  She 


loved  him  for  many  superficial  reasons  and  imagined  him 
as  spicy  as  the  roasted  tamales  which  were  his,  and  now 
her,  specialty. 

Claudia  slid  into  Doug's  chair,  the  one  that  made 
him  a  lump.  It  was  positioned  directly  in  front  of  the  TV. 
She  had  programmed  for  the  TV  to  change  channels  at 
exactly  10:00  a.m.  so  Miguel  was  discussing  the  romantic 
quality  of  cilantro  before  she  had  even  gotten  comfy. 

"Oh  baby!  I  need  some  agua!"  Claudia  practiced 
her  conversational  Spanish.  Miguel  yammered  back  and 
forth  in  English  then  in  Spanish. 

Claudia  began  to  drift  off  having  attempted  a  few 
too  many  adduction  extenders  to  "Daydream  Believer." 
She  dreamed  of  Doug,  the  super  Lump,  lying  on  the  beach 
with  her.  Doug  kept  saying  his  name  over  and  over  in  her 
ear.  Soon  the  noise  of  his  voice  became  so  surreal  she 
heard  him  say,  "Doug,  Doug,  Dug,  Dig,  Digging  .  . .  I'm 
going  to  bury  you  Claudia.  Doug,  Dug,  Dig,  Digging  .  .  . 
I'm  going  to  bury  you  Claudia." 

Doug's  clammy  hand  on  her  shoulder  did  touch 
her  then,  but  only  to  wake  her.  She  screamed  "No,  no,  no  . 
.  .  Miguel  save  me! !"  Claudia  had  slept  through  the 
afternoon. 

"Who's  Miguel,  Clod?"  When  he  said  her  name 
she  knew  he  meant  clod. 

"My  lover!" 

"Sure.  What's  for  dinner?"  he  began  lumping. 

"Uh  ...  I  don't  know."  she  said.  "Maybe  you 
shouldn't  eat;  you. might  be  more  interesting  as  a  half- 
starved  savage,  darling,"  she  thought  but  didn't  say. 

Claudia  stumbled  to  the  kitchen  to  grub  something 
up.  Then,  like  sparkling  confetti,  she  saw  the  junk  mail 
heaped  on  the  edge  of  the  kitchen  table. 

"The  airlines! ! !"  she  had  forgotten! 

Like  lightening  she  whipped  up  an  instamatic 
dinner:  unthawed  meat  and  rehydrated  boxed  vegetables 


and  starches.  Claudia  and  Doug  ate  like  strangers,  as 
always.  She  couldn't  sit  still  thinking  she  could  be  a 
stewardess  in  less  than  a  week!  Claudia  always  read  her 
mail  in  the  bathroom;  she  liked  the  quietness  and  the 
solitude  of  white  porcelain. 

Doug  raked  his  white  bread  around  in  his  plate 
sopping  up  any  paste  left.  He  made  her  sick.  Without  a 
word  he  left  for  his  chair.  Claudia  knew  she  wouldn't  have 
to  deal  with  him  for  the  rest  of  the  night.  She  grabbed  the 
mail  and  headed  for  the  bathroom.  Once  there  she  grew 
calm  and  checked  her  wandering  jew  to  see  if  it  needed 
water.  It  didn't  but  she  needed  a  smoke.  Right  behind  the 
jew,  Claudia  kept  a  fresh  pack  of  Virginia  Slim  Ultra-Light 
Menthol  cigarettes.  She  took  one,  turned  on  the  exhaust 
fan  and  smoked. 

Claudia  checked  herself  in  the  mirror,  no  pepper  in 
her  teeth,  fresh  lipstick  shimmered.  She  shuffled  through 
the  mail. 

"Junk,  junk,  junk  ...  ah  ha!"  Claudia  trembled 
and  held  the  envelope  to  the  light.  "Please.  Please."  She 
opened  the  letter  and  read. 
"Dear  Mrs.  Fell: 

Thank  you  for  your  interest  in  working  for  our 
airlines.  Unfortunately,  we  prefer  our  stewards 
and  stewardesses  to  be  single  and  frankly,  a  bit 
younger.  The  job  does  require  an  excellent 
physical  condition  which  you  never  addressed. 
Please  accept  our  gift  of  one  thousand  frequent 
flier  miles  . . ." 
Claudia  reached  for  another  cigarette.  Her  eyes  watered 
from  smoke  and  disappointment.  She  felt  like  her 
bathroom  porcelain:  stark  and  stripped. 

"Flier  miles  my  ass!"  She  opened  the  door  to  the 
medicine  cabinet;  she  checked  for  pills,  she  checked  for 
razors. 


"God  it's  never  like  the  movies!"  she  was  crying 
now.  Claudia  bowed  her  head  into  her  hands  and  wept  like 
a  small  child.  Miguel  burned  in  her  brain  behind  her 
closed  and  stinging  eyes. 

"Come  on  Claude!  Get  together"  she  told  herself. 
"There's  always  bartending  school!"  She  closed  the  door 
of  the  smoky  bathroom  and  sat  with  Lump  through  the 
evening. 


Liaison 

Tonight,  my  unshed  tears  linger  for  you, 

My  love, 
All  the  trite  phrases 

of  village  scholars  hover  in  my 
asphyxiated  heart. 
My  tongue's  turned  dark  with  unuttered  syllables. 
Names  -  word  puzzles  -  affixed  to  my  soul 
And  you,  my  love, 

tangled,  torn,  treacherously  linked- 
in  liaison- 

with  all. 

Tracy  Rutherford 


Audible 

Accidental  word 
plunged  into  fleshy  soul. 

Stapled  pain  to  memory. 

Maladjusted  syllables 
embossing 
self-inflicted  wounds. 

Boiling 

belief  into  destiny. 

Tracy  Rutherford 


Escape 

The  smell  of  peach  was  in  the  air. 

Spring  brought  with  her  a  release 

of  fragrance  and  colors. 

Pinks  and  yellows  swirled  together 

creating  a  watercolor,  sun  kissed  garden. 

Fruits  and  flowers  mingled 

in  a  place  where  convict  and  nun  might  sit 

and  discuss  the  green  of  the  grass, 

the  blue  of  the  lakes, 

the  amber  colored  sun, 

or  that  with  a  passport  and  plane  ticket 

one  could  fly  to  a  tropical  isle 

where  Autumn  never  comes. 

Kimberly  Gentry 


Stranger 

A  stranger  never  felt  this  close  by  my  side. 

One  night,  an  empty  room 

except  for  the  cigarettes  and  TV. 

Your  mind  made  love  to  me  — 

a  rhythmic  beat  pulsing  through  my  veins 

honesty  and  talent  caressing  every  inch  of  me. 

Silhouette  on  the  window  pane, 

body  on  the  bed, 

this  stranger  made  love  to  my  head. 

Kimberly  Gentry 


Leap 
Elizabeth  C.  Nalley 

At  the  end  of  July  in  Kentucky,  the  days  are  long 
and  yellow  and  hot  and  hard.  The  air  is  like  an  unwanted 
lover  pressing  tightly  against  your  skin  until  you  can 
barely  breath,  and  there's  no  escape  to  be  had.  Even 
inside,  the  heat  sits  outside  the  windows,  shoves  next  to 
doors,  waiting  to  suck  you  in  again  once  you  dare  to  leave 
safely  air  conditioned  rooms. 

One  of  those  days  before  my  senior  year  in  high 
school,  my  three  closest  friends  —  Jeremy  the  charismatic 
drama  king,  Christie  the  warm  Cancerian  mother,  and  Zach 
the  brown-eyed  Buddha  prince  —  and  I,  Marianne  the 
awkward  angst-ridden  poet,  broke  our  bondage  to  the  dry 
cold  air  of  my  house  and  drove  to  the  only  relief  that  could 
be  found:  the  archetypal  swimming  hole  in  the  cradle  of 
the  gorge. 

The  water  lay  flat  on  its  stomach,  as  wilted  and 
whipped  as  we  were  by  the  heat,  the  surface  of  it 
shimmering  like  a  blue  memory  of  amniotic  fluid.  We 
shed  the  t-shirts  and  shorts  we'd  thrown  over  our  swim 
suits  and  slid  into  the  cold  liquid  waiting  under  the  tense 
hot  skin  of  the  pond. 

"Ah,  Jesus,  that's  fabulous,"  Christie  sighed, 
coming  up  for  a  slow  drink  of  air.  Her  short  brown  hair 
clasped  her  head  like  a  bathing  cap,  her  arms  long,  white 
and  slender  like  the  stems  to  some  alien  flower  as  she 
ducked  them  slowly  into  the  water  and  then  raised  them 
worshipfully  to  the  sun. 

"Baptism,"  I  said,  transfixed  by  Jeremy's  long  red 
hair,  moving  atop  the  water  like  a  slow  underwater  plant  as 
he  floated  skillfully  on  his  back. 

"Always  a  metaphor  with  you,"  Jeremy  teased, 
oblivious  to  my  stare  with  his  eyes  tightly  closed  against 


the  sun,  "or  symbolism  or  some  such  shit.  Girl,  can't  you 
appreciate  cold  water  as  just  plain  good  old  fashioned  cold 
water?" 

As  Zach  and  Christie  laughed  in  agreement,  I 
moved  stealthily  toward  his  beautiful  tanned  body, 
stretched  out  on  the  water  with  an  effortlessness  that  was 
almost  miraculous.  I  laid  my  small  hands  on  his  head  and 
shoved;  the  games  began. 

For  a  few  minutes,  we  were  sea  otters,  sliding  in 
and  out  of  the  tangles  of  one  another's  bodies,  Christie 
squealed,  sweet  cheerleader  girl,  and  Jeremy  played 
macho,  lifting  us  easily  and  dropping  us  from  the  thick  air 
into  the  smooth  pond.  Zach  as  always  abstained  from  the 
carousing,  swimming  slow  circles  around  us,  dodging  the 
wake  of  our  revelry  with  a  deep  chuckle. 

"Let's  dive,"  he  suggested  as  we  three  calmed 
ourselves,  gasping  for  air  and  laughing. 

"It's  a  tradition,"  Jeremy  chided,  seeing  my 
familiar  instinctive  cringe. 

"So  is  my  cowardice,"  I  returned. 

"Back  off  of  her,"  Christie  said,  the  eternally 
protective  mother.  "She  doesn't  have  to  do  anything  she 
doesn't  want  to  do." 

"Chicken,"  Jeremy  teased. 

I  lunged  toward  him  in  the  ritual  defense  of  my 
reputation.  "That's  Miss  Chicken  to  you,"  I  yelled, 
throwing  my  body  against  his  and  dunking  his  head  below 
the  surface  of  the  water.  He  slid  his  arms  around  my  waist 
and  pulled  me  under  with  him.  For  a  moment  we  were 
alone  together  in  the  thunder  of  muted  sound,  the  yellow- 
prismed  blue  of  the  glorious  water,  our  wet  bodies  cool  as 
marble,  as  a  skipping  stone  against  each  other. 

I  was  stunned  by  it,  the  day's  heat  banished  from 
my  body  by  chills.  I  stopped  mid-battle  and  he  pulled  me 
up  to  the  air  too  hot  to  breathe,  the  sun  too  bright  to  see 
by. 


"Are  you  okay,  kitten?"  he  asked.  "Jesus,  you 
scared  me." 

Christie  and  Zach  were  staring  at  me,  both  having 
counseled  me  various  times  after  a  chance  intimacy  with 
Jeremy  had  left  me  in  tears.  I'm  overly-emotional,  the 
sterotypical  super-sensitive  girl.  The  queen  of  unrequited 
love,  kept  chaste  by  a  fear  of  rejection  and  a  crippling  self- 
doubt. 

"I'm  fine,"  I  said,  suddenly  sickened  by  my  own 
cowardice.  He  was  standing,  holding  my  trembling  limbs 
to  his  unshakeable  chest,  his  green  and  gold  eyes  so  soft 
with  concern,  his  voice  too  velvety  with  it.  He  certainly 
had  no  romantic  intentions  at  the  moment,  but  who's  to 
say  what  could  be  built  from  the  sturdy  box  of  his 
friendship?  He  certainly  cared  for  me.  But  I  would  never 
risk  it,  just  as  I  wouldn't  risk  the  cliff.  Just  as  I  cowered 
behind  safely  sensual  metaphors,  never  confessing  the 
deepest  truths;  sincerity  was  still  embarrassing,  my  own 
earnestness  a  shameful  hidden  thing. 

And  suddenly  I  couldn't  bear  my  own  skin,  which 
felt  drum-tight  and  silent,  unable  to  make  any  music  even 
in  the  lullaby  of  the  warm  and  cool  water  swirling,  even 
with  his  hands  humming  against  the  small  of  my  back.  I 
was  certainly  not  fine,  and  I  had  to  get  away  from  them, 
from  him,  from  everything  that  I  was  as  I  floated  in  the 
water  next  to  him. 

"Marianne!"  Jeremy  cried  as  I  kicked  suddenly 
away  from  him.  I  swam  quickly  to  the  shore  and  pulled 
myself  onto  the  hot  smooth  ground. 

"I  just  need  to  get  out  of  the  water  for  a  minute, 
my  stomach  hurts."  I  shoved  the  lie  quickly  from  my 
aching  lungs  and  kept  walking  forward,  sparing  no  glance 
back. 

"Marianne!"  Christie  yelled,  and  her  voice 
confessed  more  than  my  pained  expression,  my  stiff 
unhappy  posture,  my  fast  nervous  excuse. 


I  heard  Zach  recommend  leaving  me  alone,  so 
calm,  always  in  balance  with  the  universe,  and  I  loathed 
him  for  it.  I  loathed  all  things  that  possessed  equilibrium 
and  certainty,  Christie  her  confidence  in  her  ambition  to 
become  the  archetypal  mother  as  well  as  the  successful 
lawyer,  Jeremy  his  bright  self-assurance  that  carried  him 
through  the  lead  of  every  production  at  school  like  a  star 
falling  brilliantly  through  the  atmosphere,  and  Zach  his 
inner  fucking  peace,  his  brown  eyes  as  smooth  as  flower 
petals,  unknowing  and  unquestioning. 

I  was  irrational;  I  realized  it.  I  know  my 
weaknesses  and  I  knew  I  was  wigging  out.  But  I  also  knew 
that  to  remain  this  same  self  under  this  skin  begging  to  be 
shed  would  drive  me  crazy.     Senior  year  loomed  ahead  of 
me  like  a  prison;  the  change  had  to  come  NOW  or  I  would 
drudge  through  the  coming  year,  cast  permanently  by  ritual 
and  habit.  This  was  a  doorway  and  I  had  to  pass  through 
it. 

I  had  forgotten  my  sandals  and  so  the  rocks  and 
scraggly  plants  on  the  trail  up  to  the  Peak  cut  my  feet  like 
unwanted  kisses.  It  felt  good  to  scrape  the  skin  off;  it  felt 
like  a  ritual  of  purification.  I  moved  with  that  beautiful 
quickness  that  rage  and  hate  bring,  the  intensity  of  my 
emotion  fueling  me,  making  me  suddenly 
uncharacteristically  graceful.  The  trip  took  an  oblivious 
five  minutes  and  there  I  stood,  looking  down  the  strong 
young  bodies  of  my  friends  in  the  water. 

Up  there  on  the  peak  there  was  a  slight  breeze  of 
hot  damp  air  rubbing  against  me  like  an  insistent  cat 
tongue.  I  closed  my  eyes  against  it  and  against  the  vertigo 
sweeping  over  me.  I  was  chilled  suddenly,  remembering 
my  acrophobia.  Distantly  I  heard  my  friends  calling  my 
name  as  they  noticed  where  I  stood,  Christie  an  hysterical 
shriek,  Zach  so  rational,  Jeremy  demanding.  Their  voice, 
the  memory  of  them,  suddenly  as  tiny  as  kittens. 
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And  then  I  was  falling  through  the  air,  my  hair 
grasping  at  the  thick  air  in  an  effort  to  catch  myself,  and 
when  I  hit  the  flat  cold  glass  of  the  water,  the  whole  world 
shattered  and  was  new. 
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The  Widow 

I  sit  on  the  river  bank, 
curled  into  myself  as 
solid  and  small  as  a 
pebble.  Having  slipped 
behind  the  spring  green 
cloth  spun  of  tree  limbs 
and  leaves,  unprepared 
and  inescapably  I  faced 
Water.  The  river  is  one  long 
intestine  of  it,  gurgling 
and  greedy  as  boogeyman, 
foamed  white  as  a  corpse's 
finger  pointing  ever  onward 
to  the  sea  that  swallowed 
him  easily  as  a  tiny  sweet 
cake,  as  an  intake  of  breath. 
I  imagine  a  strand  of 
silver  bubbles  from 
his  familiarest  lips, 
those  lost  pearls 
traded  for  this  wedding 
band  grown  discontent 
without  use. 

Even  bathing 
has  become  a  torture.  I 
loathe  the  ease  of  water 
sliding  down  my  body, 
drowning  me  but  parting 
like  a  curtain  to  let  the 
air  in,  while  he,  fallen 
fisherman,  could  not  rent 
the  thick  cloth  of  water. 
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The  river  rushes  ignorant 
of  its  crime.  It  is  only  a 
thing  which  swallows, 
unknowing,  not  tasting 
the  salt  of  his  skin 
but  hoarding  it, 
burying  it  inside 
its  blueness,  its  whiteness 
its  unstoppable  motion. 

Uncurling,  I  move  as 
slowly  as  five  years 
toward  the  thunder 
of  it  and  immerse 
myself  —  an  arm, 
a  leg,  the  skin  he 
knew  —  a  small  thing, 
once  loved,  to  be 
devoured. 

Elizabeth  C.  Nalley 
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III.  The  Holy  Ghost 

The  intangible  who  inspires 
blooms  like  a  passion  flower, 
tangling  into  every  crevice. 
It  knows  nothing,  merely 
recognizing  your  soul  as 
soil,  then  sifting  through 
to  root  into  the  bedrock. 
It  exhales  silently.  It 
neither  calculates  nor 
loves,  but  feeds  and  is  fed. 

This  is  the  flame  curling, 
Gulping  oxygen,  and  the  dove 
slipping  dumbly  through  its 
smooth  flight.  It  is  an 
instinct  or  a  muse  or  a 
heartbeat  sustaining  you 
blindly.  It  arrives  and 
alters  and  then  abandons 
you  rippling  and  newborn. 

Elizabeth  C.  Nalley 
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La  Lluvia  de  Rosa  Linda 

or 

Rosa  Linda's  Rain 

There  are  three  things  which  are  too  wonderful 

for  me,  yes  four  which  I  do  not  understand: 

The  way  of  an  eagle  in  the  air,  the  way  of  a  serpent 

on  a  rock,  the  way  of  a  ship  in  the  midst  of  the  sea, 

and  the  way  of  a  man  with  his  virgin.      Proverbs  30:18-19 

Victor  Cuellar 

A  strong,  moist,  semi-sweet  scent  filled  the  dawn, 
but  the  promise  of  storm  yielded  more  vitality  in 
semblance  than  in  tangible  natural  power.  The  rain, 
though  heavy  in  spurts,  was  sporadic  and  uncertain. 
Distant  thunder  trailed  infrequent  lightening.  The  wind 
alone  maundered  about  like  a  child  in  tantrum,  so  that  the 
denizens  of  the  valley  could  not  judge  the  storm's  origin, 
whether  a  northerly  or  a  sourtherly.  In  either  case,  it 
lacked  bite. 

"Es  una  lluvia  loca,"1  mused  a  drunk  who 
slouched  against  the  bar  of  a  small,  drab  saloon  that  did 
not  recognize  the  word  closure. 

"Es  una  lluvia  santa."2  pronunced  an  elderly  lady 
with  wiry  gray  hair  that,  massed  in  a  ball  and  wrapped 
with  a  coarse  black  shawl  on  top  of  her  head,  made  her 
appear  like  a  sickly  owl.  In  the  dim  of  the  cold,  decaying 
church,  her  large,  alert,  dark,  glossy  eyes  amplified  her 
birdlike  quality.  Her  daughter  -  the  youngest  of  three,  but 
whose  countenance  nonetheless  showed  the  wear  of  her 
own  motherhood,  which  had  produced  among  four  ruffians 
the  flower  that  presently  knelt  between  them  quietly 
reciting  her  prayers  —  lost  in  thought  seemed  not  to  hear 
her.  Rosa  Linda,  on  the  other  hand,  paused  her  murmuring 
to  hear  what  her  grandmother  had  to  say  about  the  storm. 
Perhaps  the  old  woman  would  have  one  of  her  revelations. 


It  is  a  crazy  rain. 
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2 

It  is  a  holy  rain 


Nothing. 

Rosa  continued  her  prayers  with  as  solemn, 
dutiful,  and  abstinent  an  air  as  she  could  feign;  her 
thoughts,  nevertheless,  fluttered.  She  imagined  the  old 
woman  loomed  over  hear,  peered  at  her,  like  a  hen  pecks 
corn.  Rosa  twitched.  She  felt  exposed  as  if  her  thoughts 
were  in  the  air  for  all  to  see.  She  pulled  her  shawl  closely 
about  her  as  if  to  ward  off  the  cold,  but  meant  in  truth  to 
shield  and  comfort  her.  She  was  warm. 

The  loud  sudden  clank  of  the  church's  heavy, 
ancient,  iron  door  as  it  opened  jolted  her.  Instinctively, 
Rosa  began  to  turn  her  delicate  head  to  look,  as  the  others 
had,  but  she  restrained  herself  and  stared  instead  at  her 
moist  palms.  The  wind's  whistle  at  the  door  revealed  to 
her  what  her  eyes  could  not  see. 

A  thin,  masculine  figure  stood  silhouetted  against 
the  dull  late  morning  light,  caught  between  whether  to 
venture  forward  or  to  step  backward.  The  door  seemed  to 
have  judged  for  him  as  he  stumbled  forward  under  its 
weight  as  if  nudged  from  behind.  It  slammed  closed  with  a 
loud,  dull  thud  that  startled  thre  little  girls  and  cause  them 
to  giggle. 

"Is  that  not  Ernesto,  the  chicken-farmer's  boy?" 
the  grandmother  asked  her  daughter  with  a  proud, 
declarative  air  at  having  almost  immediately  recognized 
him.  The  mother,  who  had  not  looked  back  as  the  others 
had,  now  twisted  to  look  at  the  boy. 

"Yes,  it  is  him." 

"I  wonder... since  when  he  has  been  interested  in 
the  Holy  Church?" 

The  mother  shurgged  uninterested. 

The  grandmother  looked  back  at  the  boy  again 
momentarily,  then  turned  to  face  her  granddaughter  and 
said,  "I  see." 

These  words  sent  a  surge  of  goose  bumps  down 
the  length  of  Rosa  Linda's  spine.  She  was  shaken.  She 
crossed  herself  abruptly  and  stood  with  her  back  to  her 
grandmother  as  she  gathered  the  folds  of  her  long  skirt  as 
she  prepared  to  sit  down.  Quickly,  she  glanced  about  the 
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room  for  the  boy;  he  sat  alone  on  the  last  bench  —  a  frog 
among  daisies.  His  easy  eyes  and  sloppy  smile  full  of 
chunky,  chalky-white  teeth  reached  out  to  her.  Both 
pleased  and  alarmed  by  his  boldness,  sheplopped  down 
aware  that  the  pleasure  was  master  of  the  two.  As  she 
wondered  at  this,  the  priest  entered  from  behind  a  faded, 
velvet  curtain. 

The  priest,  a  light-skinned,  short,  fat  fellow,  with 
stubby  arms  and  legs  wobbled  over  to  the  podium  and 
greeted  the  parishoners  with  a  smile  that  was  more  flesh 
than  teeth.  The  thick,  elastic  skin  of  his  face  contorted  in 
small  rolls  of  fat,  and  a  few  white  whiskers  that  had 
escaped  his  weekly  shave  floated  along  with  the 
movements.  Minute  specks  of  his  morning  bread  which  he 
had  devoured,  as  was  his  way,  in  chunks,  here  and  there 
too  coasted  along  like  debris  on  the  waves  of  his  obese 
face. 

"Esta  lluvia  es  una  de  dos  cosas.  Es  una  lluvia 
loca,  o  es  una  lluvia  santa.  Cual?  No  se."3  he  chuckled 
nasally.  The  flock  smiled  politely. 

To  the  girl,  the  priest's  voice  was  a  distant,  dull 
bell  that  clanged  in  the  open  countryside  lost  among 
solitary  trees.  She  thought  only  of  the  boy.  She  sensed 
him  in  the  dark  watching  her  and  the  urge  to  turn  her  head 
tempted  and  tormented  her  immensely.  But  the  threat  of 
the  old  woman  on  her  right  held  her.  Rosa  painstakiingly 
fixed  her  gentle  eyes  on  the  staionary  priest  and,  fearful 
they  might  betray  her,  rarely  moved  them.  All  the  while 
she  wondered  how  to  respond  to  his  advance.  How  could 
she  let  him  know  that  for  weeks  his  image  had  filled  her 
mind  with  the  mysteries  of  love,  that  in  the  ghostly  hours 
when  the  glorious  light  of  the  moon  gingerly  seeped  into 
her  room  as  she  lay  on  her  straw  mattress  they  shared  their 
hearts,  their  dreams  with  tender  adoration?  How  to  tell 
him  that  she  loved  him  from  the  first? 


This  rain  is  one  of  two  things.  It  is  a  crazy  rain  or  a  holy  rain. 
Which?  I  do  not  know. 
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He  had  come  to  deliver  eggs  in  his  father's  place 
one  day  before  her  fifteenth  birthday.  His  papa  was  not 
well,  and  he,  the  last  son  of  five,  had  to  fulfill  his  father's 
obligations.  As  she  stepped  into  the  big,  front  square  part 
of  her  house,  which  served  as  living  room,  dining  room 
and  kitchen,  their  eyes  met.  While  they  waited  on  her 
mother  to  pay  for  the  eggs,  they  admired  each  other.  His 
thin,  sun-baked  face  marked  by  large  cheek  bones,  which 
the  bright  morning  light  daned  upon,  pleased  her.  When 
he  smiled  at  her  his  thin  lips  elongated,  and  his  protruding 
nose  pointed  down  towards  his  large  teeth.  She  smiled  in 
turn  and,  somehow,  an  endearment  stretched  through  the 
silence,  and  she  embraced  it  freely,  innocently, 
instinctively.  She  sensed  that  he  too  was  touched.  Her 
mother  dropped  three  coins  into  his  open  palm  which 
clinked  solftly  as  they  landed.  For  an  instant,  he  stood 
there  like  a  big  silly  dog  waiting  for  more  affection  at  the 
foot  of  his  master. 

"Algo  mas?"4  her  mother  asked.  Momentarily 
dumbfounded,  he  looked  at  the  coins  without  recognizing 
them,  thanked  her  mechanically,  and  stumbled  out  the 
door.  Rosa  laughed  tenderly. 

She  realized  suddenly  that  she  was  daydreaming 
and  that  her  mother  and  grandmother  were  standing  —  the 
old  woman  staring  down  at  her  like  a  crow.  Flushed,  he 
hurriedly  stood.  Her  grandmother  reached  for  her  hand, 
and  Rosa  intuitively  drew  it  away  and  adjusted  her  shawl 
in  pretense.  At  that  instant,  it  occurred  to  her  that  her 
opportunity  was  at  hand  —  communion. 

The  priest  called  the  worshippers  to  the  alter. 
Rosa  Linda's  mother  moved  left,  and  her  grandmother 
stepped  right  as  she  motioned  with  a  downward  stroke  of 
her  left  hand  for  Rosa  to  follow  after  her.  Rosa  turned  and 
hurried  after  her  mother.  She  glanced  at  the  boy  who  had 
not  moved  and  nudged  him  with  her  eyes.  He  stood. 


Something  more? 
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As  she  stepped  into  the  aisle  behind  her  mother, 
she  noticed  that  her  grandmother,  on  the  opposite  aisle, 
stared  at  her. 

I  have  to  let  her  make  it  to  the  front  before  me, 
Rosa  thought  and  slowed;  the  old  woman  matched  her 
pace.  Rosa  hurriedly  looked  about  for  an  escape  and 
noticed  that  some  to  her  waited  to  enter  the  aisle.  She 
stopped,  smiled,  and  waved  them  on;  they  smiled  in  turn 
and  motioned  her  on.  She  waved  insistently.  They  nodded 
stupidly  and  stepped  forward.  She  glanced  over  at  her 
grandmother.  A  small  group  that  trailed  the  old  woman 
forced  her  forward  as  if  she  were  a  small  stone  carried  by  a 
stream.  Unable  to  resist  them,  the  old  woman  soon  found 
herself  at  the  alter. 

Rosa  was  exhilarated. 

"Hijo,  con  mas  animo,  no?"5  the  priest  encouraged 
the  boy  who,  straw  hat  in  hand,  had  not  moved  while  the 
progression  settled.  Though  they  had  knelt,  many  now 
turned  to  look  at  him.  The  grandmother  watched  him 
intently.  The  mother  did  not  turn.  Rosa,  who  had  knelt  at 
the  far  left  end  of  the  row,  bowed  her  head  and  closed  her 
eyes  to  calm  herself.  The  boy  walked  up  slowly  with  his 
eyes  to  the  floor,  not  knowing  how  to  answer  the  question 
in  their  gazes.  Once  at  the  front,  he  hesitated.  He  looked 
up  the  rwo,  then  slowly  retraced  it  to  the  other  end,  and 
seemed  about  to  make  up  his  mind  when  the  weathered 
priest  cleared  his  throat  impatiently.  The  boy  swallowed, 
then  hurried  and  knelt  next  to  the  girl.  The  drama  settled 
the  parishoners  turned  to  face  their  shepherd;  the  old 
woman  sighed  heavily. 

Though  Rosa  Linda  kept  her  eyes  closed,  her  mind 
was  the  mouth  of  an  open  pickle  barrel;  she  took  in  all 
types  of  sensations.  She  felt  the  warmth  that  exuded  from 
him.  She  heard  him  breathe.  Then,  she  sensed  a  faint  stir 
in  the  air  around  her.  He  moved  in  some  way,  she  thought. 
As  she  strained  to  pinpoint  the  movement,  his  finger  tips 


Son,  with  a  little  more  enthusiasm,  no? 
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tentatively  tuched  her  wrist.  Intuitively,  she  unfolded  her 
clasped  hands  that  rested  on  her  lap,  then  slowly  lowered 
her  left  hand  to  him.  Searching  clumsily  with  the  glorious 
sense  of  touch,  she  felt  her  hand  at  last  fit  snugly  into  his 
bony,  cool,  rough  hand.  Soon  a  gentle  pulse  ebbed  and 
swelled  in  their  grasp. 

As  the  service  dismissed,  Rosa  did  not  remember 
that  the  boy  had  released  their  clasp  as  the  priest 
approached  with  the  sacraments,  nor  did  she  recall 
communion.  Simply,  she  rose  and  turned  from  him,  unable 
to  withhold  her  smile  and  her  blush.  She  drew  her  black 
shawl  tightly  around  her  neck  and  face  to  secure  her 
happiness  and  moved  away,  even  as  her  grandmother 
called  her. 

The  small  crowd  of  worshippers  stepped  into  the 
cold,  gray  afternoon  and  dispersed  with  only  an  occasional 
courtesy  among  them.  The  storm  had  proved  something 
entirely  beyond  them. 

"Que  dia  tan  terrible,"6  groaned  the  old  lady  to 
them  both.  Her  face  looked  weathered  and  weary  and  a 
shadow  seemed  to  cover  her  weak,  dimunitive,  ash-colored 
eyes.  The  mother  said  nothing. 

"Si,  que  dia  tan  terrible,"1  sighed  Rosa  Linda  as 
she  looked  after  the  fleeting  storm  in  the  far  horizon,  her 
radiant  smile,  though  hidden  beneath  her  shawl,  glimmered 
in  her  dark,  lovely  eyes. 


What  a  terrible  day. 
Yes,  what  a  tetrible  day. 
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Drifting 

The  irony  of  you  sitting  there 

While  I  write  these  words 

About  you 

Tell  this  empty  book  about  you 

And  why  I  don't  want  you  anymore... 

Doesn't  escape  me. 

But  it  escapes  you 
Just  like  everything  else 
Falls  from  your  fingers. 

It  begins  with  the  absence  of  words- 

You  have  nothing  more  to  say... 

And  I  drift,  unwillingly  at  first, 

But  the  waves  carry  me 

And  I  rejoice  and  love  them. 

My  arms  and  legs  grow  sleek  and  strong. 

They  carry  me  to  the  horizon. 

You- 

Waiting  back  on  the  shore- 
Finally  realize 
I've  gone  too  far 
And  to  follow  would  be  to  drown. 

You  cry  out 

Beg  me  to  come  back 

But  I  am  already  submerging 

Finding  me  real  life 

Engulfed  by  my  own  waters... 

Delighted  by  the  stillness 

And  silence  of  this  new  place 

Where  you  can  never  reach  me. 

Shannon  Maria  Smith 
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Disintegration 

...And  all  the  world  culminated 

as  I  spoke  those  last  words, 

"I  don't  love  you  anymore." 

All  I  had  known 

and  all  that  made  up  my  tiny  world 

exploded  in  the  second  I  uttered 

the  end  of  it  all. 

And  never  again  will  my  heart 

rest  the  same  against  the  strong, 

tall  realities 

holding  fast  in  my  mind. 

The  universe  spun  fast  around 

your  face 

and  the  crash  our  dreams  made 

sounded  very  loud 

in  your  empty  living  room. 

All  I  can  say 

is  all  there  ever  was  to  say 

in  the  darkness  or  the  light 

or  the  twilight  shadows 

behind  your  garage. 

I'm  sorry,  I'm  sorry... 

but  your  fluttering  warmth 

will  not  touch  me 

again. 

Shannon  Maria  Smith 
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The  Kitchen  Floor 
Dana  L.  Bowling 

Charles  looked  up  fearfully  at  his  wife  Miranda, 
who  stood  on  firmly  planted  feet,  arms  crossed  imposingly 
across  her  ample  bosom.  Miranda  giggled  as  she 
contemplated  her  handiwork.  "Girl  Scouts  paid  off,"  she 
chirped. 

Charles  groaned  and  tried  to  mumble  through  the 
wire  contraption  in  his  mouth.  "What  are  you  dune 
'Rnada?"  he  beseeched  her,  straining  his  chafed  wrists 
against  the  tough  nylon  ropes  binding  them.  His  brown 
cow  eyes  implored  his  wife,  whom  he  was  beginning  to 
suspect  had  finally  gone  mad. 

Miranda  looked  at  Charles  like  a  teacher  might 
look  at  a  third  grader  picking  his  nose  in  class.  She  placed 
one  hand  on  a  meaty  hip  and  cocked  her  head.  "Why  I'm 
going  to  kill  you  of  course,"  she  replied,  as  if  it  were  the 
most  obvious  thing  in  the  world.  A  shaft  of  late  afternoon 
sunlight  shot  through  the  kitchen  window  and  caught  the 
lunatic  glint  in  Miranda's  eyes.  Charles  began  struggling 
against  the  ropes  binding  him  to  the  wooden  kitchen  chair. 
He  whimpered  a  little  as  a  dark  splotch  appeared  in  the 
crotch  of  his  overalls.  The  stain  seeped  down  the  leg  of  his 
pants  as  Miranda  began  her  tirade.  "It's  all  over  now,"  she 
crooned  softly.  "Oh,  my  dearest,  most  precious  love,  it's 
all  over,  aaaaallll  over."  She  peered  into  Charles'  face,  her 
head  like  a  heavy  pockmarked  moon  hanging  in  front  of 
his.  "I'm  sick  of  you!"  she  spat.  "Ever  since  you  fell  off 
the  chimney  last  month,  when  I  told  you  to  leave  that  fool 
bird  alone  and  not  climb  up  there  after  it  in  the  first  place, 
and  you  broke  your  flippin'  jaw  and  had  to  get  it  wired 
shut,  well  sweetheart,  you've  become  just  a  teensy  bit 
annoying."  These  Listerine  scented  words  poured  out  two 
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inches  from  Charles'  face,  causing  him  to  grimace,  and 
shrink  back  even  further  in  his  chair. 

Miranda  abruptly  stepped  back  from  Charles.  "I 
need  to  get  this  place  cleaned  up."  she  stated,  "for  when 
the  police  show  up.  They  will  probably  be  taking  some 
pictures,  and  it  wouldn't  do  at  all  to  get  a  reputation  as  a 
poor  housekeeper."  She  glanced  contemptuously  at  her 
husband.  "Living  with  a  pig  like  you  makes  it  impossible 
to  keep  this  place  clean.  I  mopped  and  waxed  the  floor 
this  morning,"  she  continued  conversationally,  as  if  there 
were  nothing  more  natural  than  carrying  on  conversation 
with  one's  husband  while  he  struggled  to  extricate  himself 
from  the  kitchen  chair  he  was  tied  to.  "I  should  make 
some  cookies,"  Miranda  said  cheerfully.  "I'm  sure  the 
nice  policemen  will  enjoy  some  of  my  Miranda's  Surprise 
Choco-Chunk  Cookies."  She  began  bustling  about  the 
kitchen,  a  perfectly  Betty  Crocker  scene,  except  for  the 
struggling  scrawny  man  tied  to  a  chair  in  the  corner. 

Suddenly  Miranda  turned  to  Charles,  her  furious 
eyes  blazing.  "I  thought  I  told  you  to  get  me  some  sugar!" 
she  shrieked.  A  vein  bulged  unattractively  above  her 
eyebrow  as  she  howled  at  her  captive  husband.  "I  told  you 
to  get  me  some  more  sugar!"  she  wailed.  "But  did  you 
listen?  No!  You  never  listen  to  anything  I  tell  you,  you  no 
good  piece  of  varmint  droppings!  Well,  buster,  I've  had  it 
with  you."  Miranda  growled  menacingly.  "I've  had  it  up 
to  here  with  you,"  she  said  as  she  drew  an  imaginary  line 
across  her  neck.  "You've  been  acting  like  an  invalid  here 
lately.  Just  because  your  mouth  is  wired  shut  doesn't 
mean  you  can't  do  things  for  yourself.  Although  those 
bony  little  arms  and  legs  aren't  doing  you  much  good  now 
are  they?"  Miranda  shrieked  with  wild  laughter  at  her 
joke.  She  finally  regained  what  passed  for  composure  in 
MirandaLand,  and  wiped  the  tears  from  her  eyes.  "I've 
slaved  in  this  kitchen  for  you  every  day,  making  your 
special  pureed  food,"  she  complained,  shaking  a  pudgy 
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finger  at  Charles.  "You've  been  a  real  pain  in  the 
derriere,"  she  commented,  pacing  back  and  forth  across  the 
kitchen  floor.  She  stopped  and  stared  at  Charles  for  a 
moment.  "Well,  love  bug,  that's  all  over  with  now.  I've 
reached  the  end  of  my  rope,  so  to  speak.  Game's  over. 
Time's  up.  Olly-olly  oxen  free!" 

Miranda  shot  one  more  withering  glance  at  her 
cowering  husband  and  strode  to  the  refrigerator,  then  to  the 
silverware  drawer.  Charles  was  helpless  to  do  anything 
but  watch  his  wife  as  she  shred  her  last  vestiges  of  sanity. 
He  worked  his  hands  furiously  against  the  slick  ropes,  and 
there!  One  gave  a  little.  But  Miranda  turned  from  her 
rummages  in  the  silverware  drawer,  holding  her  prize  —  a 
silver  Oneida  tablespoon  --  aloft  over  her  head.  "Don't 
you  try  to  escape  now,  my  little  birdie,"  she  cooed.  "I've 
got  some  medicine  for  you."  She  held  her  skirt  out 
daintily,  and  began  twirling  about  the  room,  singing.  "Just 
a  spoonful  of  sugar  helps  the  medicine  go  down,  medicine 
go  do-own,  medicine  go  down!"  Charles  caught  a  glimpse 
of  the  bottle  Miranda  was  clutching. 
"Syrup  of  Ipecac 
Vomit  Inducer 
Keep  Out  of  Reach  of  Children" 
the  label  read.  Terror  overwhelmed  Charles  as  he  recalled 
the  words  of  Dr.  Collins.  "Now  if  you  are  to  become  sick, 
and  are  going  to  vomit,  use  these  pliers  to  pry  open  your 
mouth,"  the  doctor  had  warned.  "Otherwise,  you  could 
choke  on  the  vomit,  and  strangle  to  death."  Charles  hadn't 
paid  much  attention.  He  had  a  great  deal  of  pride  in  his 
cast  iron  stomach.  'Old  Nellie,'  he  called  her.  In  fact,  he 
hadn't  thrown  up  since  the  county  fair  eleven  years  ago, 
when  he'd  gotten  directly  onto  the  Scrambler  after  winning 
the  apple  cobbler  eating  contest. 

Miranda  tired  quickly  of  her  Mary  Poppins  routine 
and  strolled  nonchalantly  towards  him.  Charles  shook  his 
head  empathically  "No,"  and  clamped  his  lips  together. 
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Miranda,  not  to  be  deterred,  waved  the  spoon  invitingly  in 
front  of  his  lips,  then  smiled  brightly  and  squeezed 
Charles'  nose  shut.  Charles  made  a  valiant  effort,  but  his 
need  to  breathe  finally  overwhelmed  him.  As  he  opened 
his  mouth  the  little  bit  possible,  Miranda  forced  the  bottle 
into  his  mouth  (chipping  a  tooth  in  the  process)  and 
dumped  half  the  bottle's  contents  down  his  throat. 

She  then  sat  down  primly  at  the  head  of  the 
kitchen  table,  and  waited  patiently.  She  held  her  Polaroid 
ready  to  begin  taking  pictures  at  the  first  sign  of  action.  It 
wasn't  long  before  her  efforts  were  rewarded.  Miranda 
watched  with  interest  as  Charles  began  gagging  and 
retching.  His  throat  worked  convulsively,  trying  to  still  the 
rising  vomit,  but  it  was  no  use.  His  cheeks  were  soon 
bulging  with  the  vomit  unable  to  escape  his  mouth. 
Miranda  took  a  couple  of  pictures  as  some  streams  of 
chunky  red  vomit  dribbled  down  Charles'  chin.  "Doesn't 
taste  too  good  the  second  time  around,  does  it  honey?"  she 
chortled.  "I  bet  you  wish  now  you  hadn't  insisted  on 
pureed  chili  for  lunch  today,  hee  hee." 

As  the  stench  began  to  spread  through  the  kitchen, 
Miranda  was  reminded  of  her  childhood,  when  she  had 
thrown  up  at  school  one  day.  This  wasn't  an  uncommon 
occurrence,  children  threw  up  at  least  once  every  four  or 
five  weeks,  but  little  Miranda  had  had  the  misfortune  to 
regurgitate  her  lunch  on  a  day  when  spaghetti  had  been 
served  in  the  school  cafeteria.  It  had  gone  all  over  her  desk 
and  her  dress,  and  spattered  everyone  nearby.  Miranda's 
wandering  mind  was  brought  back  to  the  present  by  a 
bizarre  bubbling  noise  Charles  was  emitting.  She  saw  that 
vomit  was  coming  out  his  nose  and  strings  were  dripping 
onto  the  floor.  "Puke  in  the  bucket,"  she  ordered.  "I  got 
on  my  hands  and  knees  scrubbing  this  floor  this  morning." 
Charles  stiffened  and  closed  his  eyes  as  he  made  a  horrible 
strangling  sound.  Elated,  Miranda  rushed  to  feel  his  pulse. 
Her  hasty,  untrained  fingers  found  none. 
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Miranda  walked  to  the  telephone  and  dialed  911. 
When  the  operator  came  on,  she  stated,  "Hello.  I  just 
murdered  my  husband,  and  I  thought  you'd  like  to  know." 
Before  the  operator  could  respond,  she  gave  her  address, 
and  calmly  replaced  the  phone  in  the  cradle.  She  strolled 
to  the  window.  "I  need  to  get  some  fresh  air  in  here,"  she 
mused  out  loud.  Just  as  she  began  to  open  the  window, 
she  heard  the  sound  of  splintering  wood,  and  a  revolting 
belch  and  splatter.  She  whirled  around  to  find  Charles 
standing  away  from  the  busted  chair,  a  few  streams  of 
vomit  still  dangling  from  his  lips.  Miranda's  last  sight 
before  her  neck  was  broken  was  the  river  of  vomit  on  her 
freshly  waxed  kitchen  floor. 
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Unsilence  Me 

Into  the  harbored  night 

I  go  without  anger. 

Unsilence  me 

as  this  serenity  grows  unbearable. 

Wandering  through  helplessness 

as  the  surroundings  grow  unknown. 

Consider  me  unfamiliar 

to  what  enchants  my  heart  well, 

so  well  that  I  may  fly 

Into  the  fabled  morn. 

I  go  seeking  rest. 

Unsilence  me 

as  this  serenity  grows  unbearable. 

Pillowing  the  dampness 

as  these  eyes  allow  not  much. 

Consider  the  story  unfolding 

to  trembling  hands, 

from  blue  iris  fading  to  brown, 

through  a  wavered  heart 

that  may  fly. 

Hardy  Whitaker 
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Surgery 

This  pump 

It  works  quite  well 

never  stopping 

Inspite  of  the  dropping 

I've  tried  to  repair 

Tape  and  bandage 

even  stitches  and  glue 

Nothing  works  well,  what  can  you  do? 

Are  you  a  surgeon? 

If  so,  open  me  up 

Help  me  fiddle  inside 

And  sew  me  up 

For  my  fingers  fumble 

And  I  have  no  sight 

an  extra  hand 

to  hold  the  light 

Brent  Ward 


29 


Landslide 

I  fled 

from  your 

words—  stumbling 

in  fear  from  the  bruising 

truth  and  crushing  knowledge 

until  I  suffocated  in  a  burial  of  denial. 

Rebecca  Reynolds 


Night  Chills 

Stumbling  on  the  eve  of  winter, 

waiting  for  the  chill 

which  settles  deep  into  the  bone, 

and  dashes  away  slumbering  bliss 

While  frost  forms  on  early  morning  dreams 

of  warmth  and  passionate  arms. 

Acknowledgment  of  summer's  last  days 

brings  weariness  to  the  heart 

of  those  who  remember  the  heat  of  the  sun. 

Rebecca  Reynolds 
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Message  Written  in  the  Sand  of  a  Deserted  Beach 

It  doesn't  make  up  for  the  piercing  salty  sting, 

This  recent  healing  sea  bird, 

Making  a  descent  from  wild  blue  to  barren  beach, 

There  is  no  belief  in  peace  is  the  thing, 

Moments  under  the  golden  god  pass, 

My  weaknesses  begin  to  submit  to  thought's  leech, 

This  beach  is  for  those  who  will  never  go  home  again, 

Clatter,  smash,  glide,  and  scatter, 

Waves  are  crashing  to  be  heard— 

Lance  Yeager 


Hawks 

Two  hawks  are  afloat  in  a  cloudless, 

embracing,  blue  November  calm, 

They  rest  on  wires  in  isolated  fields, 

north  of  the  country  store, 

The  one  with  the  Royal  Crown  Cola  sign, 

A  silent,  yet  always  present,  player  in  hazed  gone  days. 

Where  have  the  petals  blown,  leaving  you? 

Those  petals  of  juicy  youth  gandering, 

They  have  hidden  I  think, 

in  the  eyes  of  the  hawks, 

Recovering  from  scorned  dreams 

that  had  scattered  them,  crushed  them, 

and  left  them  to  the  bluster  of  southwestern  winds. 

I  have  watched  the  hawks  wander 
through  gliding  and  fluttering  exits, 
Stopped  by  the  side  of  the  road, 
I  make  passing  cars  swerve  a  little  to  miss  me, 
It's  not  always  I  can  find  you  now, 
And  the  hawks  are  showing  me  a  way- 
Lance  Yeager 
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